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The EXPLANATION of the 


. 


Built on thoſe Books from whence he got his Praiſe . 


"Upon bis Coffin, when all Hope wan, Water "FOG 
nd 2 ö 


* FRONTISPTECE. 


The Sable Pyramid doth likewiſe ſhow, 
That his Ruin from the Art of Love did grow. 


* 


But yet his Miuſe new Life to him doth give, 
And by his Lines ſweet Ovid ſtill doth live. 


Vade Liber mundo, Dominus fuit exul, & ind: 
Diſce pati a Domino, fer mala, vade Liber. 
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CONTAINING 


Five BOOKS 
A +4 Elegies: 


Which he ſweetly compos d in the 
midſt of his Adverſity, while he 
Liv'd in Tomos, a City of Pontus, 

where he Died, after Seven Years 
Baniſhment from Rome. 
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Dhlius ile Naſo, the Au- 
thor of the enſuing Elegics, de- 
"ended from a very Antient Patri- 


an Famil y; his Father wi. 
A 3 | 


- thoſe Cale in the Care he took 


pener to come into the World the 


both 7 Kling! in Battle, departed out 


4 Short Acconnt of 


Knight a Gentleman of much 


of his Son's Education, who hap · 


e Da PP that Hirtius and | 
Tab Kon Uoululs, 


of it. The Place of this Nativity 
was Sulmo, all Town in. 1.48 
only hoted | before | the Bitth ef C. 
Ovid, or cool Springs, att farm: me 

ing Rivulets: here the Father of E; 
that Celebrated Wit had a Villa, Yeo 


p 8 s 


* whoſe Beauty and agreable \ ditua- Yo 


tion might Inſpire the Son withſ ces 
Thoughts not averſe to Love and wa 
Poetry. His tender Years werd wa 


| ſpent inthe Retirement of this Ruſhis 


ral Life; but becoming fit for morgto t 
Mays pprelſions, he left his Paſthis 


terna 


_ Life of Ovid. 


ternal Solitude, in order to receive 
all the Advantages of Education, 
which Rome, then the Imperial City 7 
of the World, could give him: HS 
Tutors, after he came to Years of 
| Diſcretion, were the moſt Famous 
| Gratmiarlizie? and Rhetoricians- of 
| their Time, "amongſt / whont "we 
ty find Plotius Grippo, Celebrated for 
the Art of Inſtructing Youth. - The 
> of Commands of his Father, the Ad-. 
Arm- monitions of his Tutors, and the 
r of Example of his Elder Brother, a 
Villa, Youth of great Hopes, obliged our 
itua-| Young Poet to make ſome Advan-- | | 
with ces towards the Bar; but his Head 
and was turned another Way, and he | 
werd was forc'd to diſſemble the bent of 
; RuJhis Inclinations, which was _ 
mordto the Service of the Mulks. But 
is Paſthis Impoſition on his Nati e 
terna a A 4 — 


4 Shors Areas of 


us, laſted not long, his Father and ne 


Elder Brother dying ſoon after his va 
writing Man, he threw of the Mask, ber 
and {et hinaſelf free from a Con got 


ſtraint that had created him a great and 


deal of Pain. But tho' the Loſs of | tun 


theſe near Relations, gave him the hin 


Liberty to devote himſelf toa Study Mi 
he was paſſionately fond of, and him 
the Means of making a Figure, Tv 
whilſt he purſued thoſe Studies ſui- ptu- 
table to his Birth and Quality, yetpf | 
he lamented their Death with aFor 
remarkable Tenderneſs and Piety :had 
But as the Senſe of Grief naturallyJmn 
decays, eſpecially in Minds addict- y 


ed to Pleaſure, ſo his Melancholy o 


Hours wore away, after he hadyer 
paid a juſt Reſpect to the Memory had 


of the Dead; and he entirely De-plea 


dica 8 d his Leach to the Blandiſhwhe 


ments 


"uh Lite of Ovid. 


and jnents of Love and Poetry, his Soul 
r his vas ſo paſſionately fix d on thele 
lask, hgrecable Amuſements, that he for- 
Con- got both Intereſt and Ambition; 
Treat þ and tho he advanc'd neither his For- 
ſs of june nor his Quality, he thought 
the himſelf ſufficiently happy if his 

del iſtreſs and his Muſe, received 
and him with their kindeſt Careſles: 
ure, Iwas amongſt the Ladieszor in his 
 ſu-$tudy, that he ſpent all the Hours 

yet pf his Life; and as he had the good 

A aFortune to pleaſe the Fair, 12 he 
d the Happineſs to acquire an 

_ mmortal Reputation for the Beau + | 
dict-ty and Softneſs of his Numbers; 
holyho Man ever had the Art to diſco- 
hadyer his Paſſion more naturally, or 

noryhad a more irreſiſtable Way of 
De pleaſing his Charming Audience, 
diſh hether he told his Story in Proſe 


nents ex” or 
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| 'or Verſe, he dum none but tl 


4e had not the ſame good Fortu 4 
with his Wife; the firſt he ventuf/o! 
red on, was "vide and r 
and pure good Husbandry obligꝰ e 
mim to repudi 
to ſave his Eſtate from the ill Con 
ſequences that would have attendeÞb{ 


had the ſame Fate as ſhe that we 


4 Short rr of 


Dumb inſenſſ ble of his Complaint e 
And ſome are of Opinion, if b GC: 
had been lefs Succeſsful in his Mhi 
-morous Adventures, he would hay n 
been one of the happieſt, as wel - 
as the greateſt Poets of his Agdhe 


Indeed it, muſt be acknowledgedfoi 


that this Wit the Roman, had th. m 
Way t. Charm his Miſtrefles, bullon 


iate her Bed, in ordc Yar 
el] 


her Extravagancy. The Secongen 
10 


before her, for what Cauſe ?tis diff us. 


Heul co conjecture, ſince her Hul d | 
"> ban 


be Liſe of Ovid. 

it thhand thought it not proper to let 
laintthe World know the Motives that 
if b ccafion'd*her Diſgrace. But the 
1s Ahird and Laſt of his Wives, by 
hay n unſhaken Fidelity and Virtue, 
; welade him ſome Amends! for 
Agqhe Defectsof the former, her Faith 
dgec ontinued firm, when Heaven! the 
d thEmperor, and his P riends, aban- 
„ buen d him, and by a rare Example 
tu Conjug al Piety, made herſelf 
forthy of that Teniortality the Po- 


ven! 
ofuſqms 7 her Husband bete d upon 
blig fer; by this Lady Ovid had a 


_ Daughter named Perilla, who, as 

well 'as her Mother, viva” the 
Ke Dbſequies of her F ather. This In- 
econpenious Author had now flouriſh'd 
we long Time in the Court of Augu- 
is diff, Beloved by the Ladies, Efteem- 
 Hultd by the greateſt Wits in Rome, 
ban 4 and 


A Short Account of 
and particularly valued by. all thaf* d 
Poets of his Time, who had: theþ-2 
Honour of his Acquaintance, Envyſ*” 
never durſt attempt to fix malitiou* 
Reflections on any of his Works 
and he enjoyed (according as he % 
himſelf obſerved) that Fame alive 

vhich few, though the beſt of PoYf * 

ets, are poſſeſt of, till after their ſel: 
Deceaſe; he was Curteous an *% 
{| Good-natured to all Perſons of © 
| Learning, bis Contempories, anqutt 
lad the great good Happineſs to find 2 
| returned to himſelf, the ſame Ref! 
ſpect paid to others; Macer and 
Peoriticus were his intimate Aucqain 
tance, and he was joined in thFf. 
ſtricteſt Friendſhip with Horace and 
| Propertius, all the World ſeeme- nly 
do smile upon him, when unex hi 
ested by his good Fortune, 0 ch 
It 1 1ad 


- the$ad been as kind to him as &er a 
thb ady in Rome, aſſum'd a ſeverer 
Airs and the unlucky Bard incurr'd 
he Emperor's Diſpleaſure, and 
vas Baniſh d to Tomes, a City in 
48 hd ontus, Situated on the Banks of 
lliwe he Iſther, not far from the Mouth 
poſlf that River, where it diſcharges 
cheilkſelf into the uxine Ocean: The 
andlauſe of his Diſgrace is variouſly 
od doubtfully reported; ſome 
anduthors aſcribe it to his writing the 
find of Love, but this ſeems Impro- 


ZQVY 
tious 
orks 


. able, for the Prudence of Augu- 
ande would never have permitted 
gainſm to have been Guilty of ſo Par- 
\ thäkl an Action, as to ſend into 


e anckile a Poet, for a little too wan- 
.-medAly deſcribing a Paſſion, which 
eme /. : . 
unexk him <If, a nd his Beloved Levia, 
whdch Moment moſt Criminally ſub- 
had ' mitted 


A' Short« Acboum f 
mirted to others; impute his Mi 
fortune to be the Conſequence of 
his being belowd by the Princeſi E 
Jalia, but this Story carries as litra 
tle an Air of Conviction as thſ ve 
If former; for tis notorious, thaſteo 
Lady was not in the leaſt nice 

her Perſon ; and if Ovid: had ſuf! 
| fered upon her Account, others if? 
bl a Likelyhood would kave undef# ANC 
gone the ſame Fate; and tis mois 
eerrtain that Tome would have heeput 
very well. Peopled with Noble RI 
mans, if every Man of Qualidf#e: 
| had been Baniſtrd chicker, who haſſed 
1 _— che Honour of her EmbrpÞd 
What ſeems to come nearef D 

he T ruth, is, that: this unfertige, 
nate Genelemari being welb belov« nil 
at Court, and having a very ea 


Abele *nes/thes) Royal Pulace7 u 
lucki 


4 


the Liſe Ovid 
NViiſlluckily happened to be acquainted 

with ſome Criminal Secret of the 
ncell Emperors, fo was Baniſſid by him, 
lichrather out of Precaution than Re- 
- chIvenge- This Notion Ovid ſeems 
chazlto inſinuate himſelf, through the 
ed hole Courle of thele Elegies, and 
fſulonſequently excules himſelf as an 
Inhappy, but not a Guilty, Perſon; 
and to the laſt retaiwd- Hopes | of 
- mes having his Baniſhment recalled, 
ebeebut this was a Favour he could nl 
e Rler obtain, either in the Time of 
Wualid 7 ;ſtus, or his Succeſſors, tho' he 
ho halſed the utmoſt Efforts of himſelf 


e © 


ers 1 
inde 


ial the Barbarous People, amongſt 
e, uſbom he ſpent the laſt Hours of 
luck! his 


A Short Account, &c. 
his Life, who pay'd him all the 
Honours of a Magnificent Funeral ; 
{ach Force had the Sweetneſs of his 
Lemper, and the Inimitable Soft- 
| neſs of his Verſe, and this may be 
I] - juſtly offered without Flattery to 
his Memory, that no Man ever 
writ more naturally than Ovid, nor 
could young Cupid himſelf have 
mended the Author's Art of Lowe 
though that God had been aſſiſte 
by Apollo and the Mules. 
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In this fad Elegy at large a 
Ovid lays on his Book a Charge 2 | 
To wvifit Rome, and bear a Face | 
Such as may ſuit with Time and Pl ce, 4 


E L EGT I. 


Y 1; ttle Book, go view Imperial Rent, 
Where your moti wretched Lord muſt 
(never come. 

No gilded Lare let your ſad Pages 
W, 


put wear a Dreſs conſiſtent with your Woe: 
Nor yet your Leaves adorn with Purple Juice, 
HI That Colour little ſuits a Mourner's Uſe. 
Paint not your Title with Vermillion Dye, 

To catch the Sight, and 9 * the admiring wie. 
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No Oil of Cedar to your Leavesallow, - 
Nor bear White Beauties on your Sable Brow. V 
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Such Ornaments may 1 6 Books inveſt; 1 
But be you like your wretched Fortune dreſt. p. 


Your Forehead with no Pumice-Stone make Fair, | 
Looſe be your Dreſs, and negligent your Air: H 
Bluſh at no Blot which on your Face appears; H 
For ſome may think it happen'd by my Tears. T} 


S680 Book, falute the City in my Name; Al 
By you conducted, Fll return in Fame: M 
And if among the numerous Crowd ſome few, F 
9 Remembring Ovid, ask you how I dor In 
iff Return this Anſwer ; tell them that I live, * 
And that my God this Life does freely give: Yu 
But if they more demand, tenacious be, Ca 
And ſpeak not what ſhould be conceal'd by thee. || Eu 
Tj: -Perchance by ſome I ſhall be guilty thought, Ar 
And angry Readers will ere et. Tt 
1} Defend me not, nor plead my-Infiocence ; Yo 
1 A guilty Cauſe is heightned by Defence. Ha 
Others you'll find who will my Fate lament, An 
And, when in private, mourn my Baniſhment, Yet 
V ho often wiſh, (did ſo Auguſtus pleaſe) wy 
Some lighter Suffering might his Wrath appeaſe. Wn 
And may my Friends propitious Fortune bleſs, Th 
(| Who pray for Ceſars pitying my Diſtreſs. Te] 
May they ſucceed, and Fate permit that I —— 


| 
| 
1 Recall'd, may in my Native Country die. v 

j But ſome, I know, my Book will proudly blame, | 7% 
And think it far inferiour to my Fame. 


* 


But who with Reaſon Time and Matter weighs, Fro; 


0 x : 
* 


May think my Numbers juſtly merit praiſe. | 
LH | Smooth Verſes from an eaſie Fortune flow, No 
; | j | | My troubled Verſe is intermixt with Woe. 3 h. 
| | | Lieſure the Muſes ask, and gentle Eaſe ; A 
ZBut I am toſs d by angry Winds and Seas. ne 
i | F verſe fror 
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Verſe made in Fear.can ne'er to Heaven aſpire ; 
The frighted Poet loſes half his Fire. | 
But yet an equal Judge my Verſe way move, 
Pitying my Fortune, he'll my Works 


Had Homer been ſuch various Ways diſtreſs d. 


approve. 


His wretched Fortune had his Wit ſuppreſs d: 


Then unconcern'd Neglect an Idle Fame, 
And ſlight the Pleaſure of an empty Name. 
Since unpropitious Fate has cruel been, 
Praiſes are vain, and ſenſſeſs all Eſtem. 

In happier Hours, tis true, I courted Fame, 
Fondly ambitious o a Poets Name; 

But now my Numbers I, and Study hate, 
Cauſe of my Woes, and this forelorn Eſtate, 


But go my Book, I thee my Place aſſign, 


And wou'd to God I cou'd not call thee mine. 
Tho' as a Stranger you approach to Rome, 
You cannot to the People be unknown. 

Had you no Title, yet your Front will ſhew, 
And Sable Brow the Author and his Woe : 
Yet enter ſecretly, left ſome diſdain 

My Verſe, no longer in the Mouth of Fame. 
But if ſome few with Envy Curs d, or Age, 
Throw you away in an affected Rage, 


Tell them, my Numbers no Love-Tales indite, 


Nor yet of Virgins and their Lovers write. 
Perhaps you think, on ſome high Errand bent, 
You are to Ceſar's Rich Apartments ſent. 
Oh! do net to thoſe Sacred Heights aſpire, - 
From whence I fell, ſtruck with Cœleſtial Fire. 
The eaſie Gods did once my Wiſhes hear, 


Now I their Rage and juſt Reſentments fear. 


Thro' paſſive Air the wounded Pigeon ſprings, 


Frighted to hear the Hawk's reſounding Wings; 


And tender Lambs in Safety got away 
Fram greedy Wolves, a earful how they ftra 
k | 


Y 
* 


— „ 
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"Nor wou'd raſh Phaeton, were he now alive, 
Deſire his Father's hot- mouth'd Steeds to drive. 
Thus having felt the Bolt's Immortals Throw, 
I fear the Fury of a Second Blow; ; 
Who in the Grecian Army ſplit before, 
Will ſhift his Sails from the Exbean Shore. 
And ſo my ſhatter d Bark the Coaſt will ſhun, 
Where firſt the Storm of my ill Fate begun. 
Be prudent then, and take precautious Heed ; 
It. is enough if thee the Vulgar read. 
Jearus too high ſoar'd oncemented Plumes, 
And thence the Icarian Sea a Name aſſumes. 
Eut hard it is to counſel or direct, 
Where Timeand Place will karn you juſt Reſpect 
For if - you ſee that Ceſar's Wrath be ſpent, 
And that his Temper is to Mildneſs bent; 
Or if ſome Courtier you to Cefar ſhow, | 
Concern d for me, with lucky Omens e, 
And to my Sorrows bring a kind Relief, 
To eaſe my Mind of my too weighty Grief. 
For he by whom 1 did my Wounds ſuſtain, 
Can, like Achilles, cauſe and cure my Pain. 
My Hopes are ſmall, and Fears perplex my Mind, 
Doubtful 1 may ſeverer Uſage find. EO 
Take Care you wake not his revengeful Ire, 
Kindling his ſleepy Vengeance into Fire. 
But if ſecure you to my Study get, 


1 1 And once upon the gilded Shelves art ſet, 
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There you {hall ſee your numerous Brothers ſtand, E 
All brought to Life by one Life-giving Hand. 

The ſeveral Books are by their Titles known, 
Their various Names upon their Foreheads ſhewn. hoy 
Three Volumes, touching Love's Myſterious Art, I, 
You'll meet with there, the Cauſe of all my Smart. be: 
Tell them, if Fate allows you Breath to tell, 6.4 
That by his Son unhappy Laius fell: 


And if ygur Parents Words have Power to move, 
ove none of theſe, although they teach to love. 


02 Pk Bodies chang'd I Fifteen Books compi d, 
carce finiſh'd when the Author was exiPd. 

. id them among their varied Forms relate 

wn, {he cruel Turn of my unhappy State. 55 

5 y wretched Fortune 1 with Tears deplore, 


74 : ot now ſerene and eaſie as before. 

: ore I. could add, but Time flies ſwift away, 
And numerous Words will make you longer ſtay. 
Should you the Sum of all my Sorrows bear. 
You'd tire the Reader with my endleſs Care. 
eſpect ake haſte, be gone, whilſt here I grieve alone; - 

; amenting in a Country not my own. „ 


5 1 — 7 83 


CE 


wy” 2 | 
MN # mW#hilſt Fears of Shipwrack all amaxe. — 
Mind, He to the Gods 4 prays, : | 
| Deſcribes the Tempeſt and his Fears, 2 
5 And Heaven at laſt his Wiſhes hears, 10 
r | 
LAG, E Gods Marine, for what remains but Prayer > lk 


Be pleas'd at laſt our weary Bark to ſpare : 
ſnewn. Ee not oftended all for Ceſar's ſake, 
us Art. Tho ſome s dipleas d others may Pity take. 
"Mars hated Troy, Apollo did defend 

he Trojans, and fair Venus was their Friend. | | 
nd tho' Bold Turnus Juno did reſpect, — nl 
Angſt Cytheræa did her Son protect. | } 
| P = | Tho? 


r 


Tho' Neptune fill Vliſſes Ruin ſought, 
FTet him Minerva to a Harbour brough 
Ard tho' to them I far inferior be, 

Ihe fame indulgent Fate may ſmile on me. 

But *tis in vain, and to the Winds I ſpeak ; 

For o'er my Face the angry Billows break : 

And now the Southern Winds fo cruel are, 
They'll not permit the Gods to hear my Pray'r ; 
But, doubly hurtful, with too furious Gales 
Diſperſe my Prayers, and tear my fhatter'd Sails 
The towring Waves as high as Atlas row), 
And ſeem to daſh with Briney Surge the Pole. 
Then quick as Thought the riſing Billows fell, 
And Vallies ſhew'd low as the Deeps of Hell. 
But Sea and Air my Eyes no Object view, 
And both my Rain greedily purſue. UT 

| | Their various Force contending Winds diſplay, An 
The Waves are doubtful which they ſhould obey To 
| Now to the Eaſt bluff Eurus draws the Air Ru 

Now Weltern Gales to different Courſes bear. An 
Rough Boreas ſallies from the Northern Wain, 
And Southern Whirlwinds fight him on the Main N 


COCi.ur trembling Pilot knows not how to ſteer; or 
Eis Reaſon's loft, and bury'd in his Fear. My 
HPeriſh we mult, and Hope of Life's no more, But 
1 Even whilſt I ſpeak the ſwelling Billows roar, ay 


Dadh in my Mouth, and beat my ſickning Brows 
Y:!; Whilſt to the Gods I make my fervent Vows. 


14 a 5 
At Home my wife does my ſad Fate relent, 


4 
0 


And were ſhe here in the ſame Ship with me, 
My Grief for her a Second Death wou'd be. 
Tlio' now I die, I ſhall in her ſurvive, 

And in wy Better Half be yet alive. 


| ; And grieves the Hardſhips of my Baniſhment. I ſha 
$ But little knows the Fair, ſo Soft ard Kind, In E 
| The ſudden Death I'm likely here to find. Nor 
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play, 
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But ſee quick Light'ning breaks a Sable Cloud, $$ 


- 


And Thunder follows roaring out aloud. 

And now the Waves upon our Veſſel beat, 
Others ſucceeding as the firſt retreat: 

The lateſt ſtill ſwell higher than the reſt, 

And their Alternate Rage is thus expreſt : 

I fear not Death, but am concern'd that ! 
hould here by Shipwrack in this manner die. 


Vhoſe Body in its Native Earth is laid; 

Who of his loneſome Grave in Peace poſſeſt, 
Does unditturb'd by greedy. Fiſhes reſt : 

But grant my Sufferings I deſerve to bear 
hall all the reſt my dreadful Ruin ſhare? 


ve Seagreen-Gods, that do theſe Waves command, 


Take off in wee your avenging Hand; 
t 


And let me bear this Life, replete with Woe, 


1d obey To diſtant Climes, where Ceſar bids me go: 
he Air But if too rigorous you my Death deſign, 


Year. 
Vain, 


And on my Faults lay that Exceſſive Eine, 
Conſider Ceſar grants me longer Breath; 


ie MainfNo Aid he wanted to inffict my Death: 


teer; for if my Blood that Emp'ror meant to ſpill,” 
IMy Life's the Humble Tenure of his Will. 
more, But Gracious Powers, whom I did here offend, - 
roar» Have Pity on me, and to Mercy bend: 

_ BroWSfFor tho you ſave me in this dire Dittreſs, 
Vows. My Fate's ſevere, ſcarce is my Ruin leſs. 

nt, hat if the Billows gentle prove and kind, - 
ment. I ſhall my ſelf a baniſh'd Wand rer find. 

ind, In Hopes of Wealth I fail not oer the Main, 

. Nor fond of Riches plough the Azure Plane. 

h me, Not Athens I, for Learning fam'd, explore, 
be. Nor wealthy Towns near Aſias fertile Shore ; 
e'Thebes not I, nor Alexandria, go, 

5 To ſee the Nle's Seven Silver Channels flow. 
DU Ba | What 


Happy's the Man whom Feavouriſh Ills invade, - 
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What I deſire are gentle Gales, to land 
Me, free from Shipwrack, on Sarmatia's Sand. 
Tho' to the cruel Pontick Coaſt I'm ſent, 

I yet complain of tardy Baniſhment : 

And to fad Tomos forc'd in haſte away, When 


FT fo the Gods for e Paſſage pray. In wh, 
Ye Heavenly Powers, if ſo your Godheads pleaſe, og 


Allay the Fury of the angry Seas : 

Or if You hate me, bring me to that Earth, 
Which ſoon will end my Baniſhment in Death: 
Then bear me hence, what Reaſon keeps me here, 
Where Italy's high Rocks in Sight appear? 
Why am [I ſtopt, by God like Ceſar lent. 


. 


Unto the Pontick Shore in Baniſhment ? he laſt 
Guilty, I can't my Innocence defend, hat N 
But with Submiſſion to his Sentence bend. hen fre 


Jet if the Gods are conſcious of our Thoughts. Ind nov 
No ill Intent gave Being to my Faults, (heard, ſy Ceſar 
They know that Errors led my Senſe aſtray, t vet! 


And Follies did my harmleſs Mind betray. Fate 

If to his Houſe I always paid Reſpect, rvants, 
And pray'd the Gods his Perſon to protect; or Cloe 
If to Auguſtus I have humbly bow'd, ke one 
And for his Safety numerous Offerings vow'd ; Ft lives. 
Your Pity, Gods, as I'm fincere, I crave; pt wher 


Deep in the Seas, if perjur'd, make my Grave. nd all n 
But ſtay, methinks the Clouds away are blown, pid Fare 
And the Sea's vanquiſh'd Rage 1s overblown, d few 
The Gods, whom I upon theſe Terms ador'd, ., ſe my {: 
Whoſe Aid my Pray'rs Religiouſly implor'd, & Showe! 
Can't be deceiy'd, and now their Help afford. 


Daus 
duld no 
ro out 
* Ns if {ome 

| „ The Wife, 
d ſorro 
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When the malicious Fatal Hour was come, 
In which the Poet muſt abandon Rome, 
aſe. His own, his Wife's, and Servants Grief he ſhews, 
And draws the Scene of their Domeſtic Woes, 


h: ELEZ GT Mt 


je re, 


HEN Thought that Night to my Re- 
105 | (membrance calls, 
he laſt in which I ſaw the Roman Walls; 
hat Night which coft me all I held moſt dear, 
hen from my Eyes there ſlides a Briney Tear. 
fs, Ind now the Morning dawn'd, when I no more, 
rd, ſy Cæſar's Doom, muſt view the Italian Shore: 
t yet I could not think upon the as e 
Fate decreed, my Mind ſtill ſought Delay. 
rvants, nor yet Companions did I chuſe, 
or Cloaths, nor Money proper for my Uſe. 
ke one I ſtood that bears a weighty Blow, 
|: kt lives, uncertain if he lives or no. 
pt when theſe Clouds of Sorrow were o'erblown, 
ave. nd all my Senſes were more able grown, 
vn, pid Farewel to each lamenting Friend, 
d few they were did this lati Scene attend. 
R p my fad Wife did mournfully embrace, 
} 


hower of Tears faft trickling down her Face. 
Daughter abſent on Numidzia's Shore, | 
uld not her Father's Baniſhment deplore. | 
ro'out the Houſe deep Groans and Sighs were 
if ſome Funeral Pomp in Sight appear d. (head. 
The Wife, my Children, all expreſs their Woe, 
d ſorrowing Friends their Grief in Corners ſhe * 


And undeſigning did no Crime intend. | ot thy 
You know I'm Guiltleſs, let him know ſo too, Trian 


That ſoft Compaſſion may his Ire ſubdue. 8 1 
1en Se 


nd eac 
nd no 


nd wh 


And to her Houſhold Gods Devoutly pray d, here 
With Vows which little now her Husband aida Deat! 
Now riting Night ſpread o'er the A'herial Plain the ſ⸗ 
And Arctof now had turn'd his Golden Wain. P* each 
I lingred, loath to loſe my Country's Sight, ars! 
Yet this for Exile was the appointed Night. Pre 2: 
If any urg'd my haſte, I ſtraight reply, his the 
Conſider whence, and to what Place I fly ; d cou 
T then with Flattery did my Cares beguile, t laft v 
Thinking no Hour did limit my Exile. ut lite 
Thrice I went out, and Thrice returning fouſpt whe 
With Pain and Care, I left my Native Grounf ins 
Oft having bid Farewel, I ſpoke again, er Boſc 
And many parting Kifles gave in vain. nd ſwe 
hen on repeated Orders I enlarge, ling, f 
And tire my Children with their former Charſ's on 


n 


: it]. 

p hy make we haſte? I ſhould protract my Doom, 

Tookſnce we for Scythia muſt abandon Rome. 

m forc'd to leave my Children, Houſe and Wife, 
ho tho' I live, mult lead a Widow's Life. © * -- 

nd you, my Friends, whoſe conſtant Faith I know, 

Bike that of Theſeus, can't be chang'd by Woe. 


—— 
— ———— 
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1013 et us embrace, and uſe Time's little Store, 
d: Erhaps theſe Arms ſhall ne er embrace you more: 
ea velly Mournful Words to Action then gave Place, 


vd ſorrowing I did every Friend embrace. 
t whilſt I ſpoke, and Sorrows ſwell'd my Eyes, 
he Fatal Morning-Star began to Riſe. 
he hated Signal pierc'd each trembling Part. 
| ot thro? my Head, and wounded deep my Heart. 
too. P Frtam look d, when with malicious Joy 
Ihe Grecian Troops ſet Fire to helpleſs Troy. 

yers hen Sorrow was in one loud Cry expreſt, 
es Ind each with Paflion beat his penſive Ereaſt; 
lpreaſud now my Wife her Arms about me caſt, 
deadhd whilſt I wept, ſpoke theſe ſad Words at laſt, 
d., Fbere-ever Fate does thy ſad Lot decree, 
| 2:4 Þ Death or Baniſhment, III follow thee. 
PlaieÞ the ſame Ship with you I'll go aboard, 
ain. Io each one Common Air fhall Life afford. 

eſar's Reſentments you to Exile doom, 
Poe makes me quit the Palaces of Rome, 

his ſhe repeats, which ſhe had ſpoke before, 
. d could not be perſwaded to give Oer; 
t laſt with ragged Hair and Garments rent, 
gut like ſome Living Funeral I went. . 
fouſit when at length the wretched Day withdrew, 
rounÞVing with Grief my Wife diſtracted threw ; 
er Boſom on the Earth all wet and bare, 
nd ſwept the Pavement with her Amber Hair. 
ling, ſhe mourn'd, her God's, her ſelf, and ally 
Chard on her Husband did ſucceſleſs call; oy 

W | Equally 


12 

|. Pqually grieving at my fad Exile, 

f As if ſhe'd ſeen me on my Funeral Pile. | 
| She wiſhes Death, that ſhe may ceaſe to grieve, 

{ Yet ſoon repents, and for my Sake wou'd live; | Th, 

And may ſhe live whilſt I repent my Fate, On! 

Ready to help me in this wretched State. 

The Morning now diſplay'd her Golden Beams, 

And gave freſh Light to Heaven, Earth, Airand Stream 

And now Embark'd, we er the raging dee 

Whilſt there the Winds their dreadful Revelsfkee; 

| To Sable Waves the azure Billows turn, 


| And beaten Sands, urg'd by the Tempeſt bur 1 4 

N When ſtraight a Wave thro all our Quarters roul q; n 
Broke o'er our Gods, and ſunk into the Hold. then 

The Rigging ſnapp'd, the wearied Timber's crackyour - 

As if the Ship lamented her own Wrack. ite ye 

The Pilot's Palencts ſhews his Inward Fe long 

Not knowing how, he ceaſes quite to Steer. is tri 

A Jockey, thus unable to reſtrain „Fut you 

| His Headſtrong Horſe, lets looſe the ſlackned Rei bs 

| So he the Helm permitted to. the Seas, The ya 
Leaving the Ship to drive as Fate ſhould plea: v Son 

And had not ſoon ſprung up freſh Northern Gale Y Boc 

We'd fell aſtern with our returning Sails. er 1 fc 

| Mliria falling on our Starboard Side, xt in 1 

| We came in Sight of Oſtias ſwelling Tide. bone 

Ceaſe then, you Winds, to drive me on that Shol, gra 

| Tis Ceſar's Will we ſhou'd come there no morg,, on x 

| Fearful of that which I did moſt deſire, ec 


I ſaw the Waves up to our Maſts aſpire. 21 
Spare me, ye Gods Marine, ſome Mercy ſhew, I hel 
It is enough that Ceſar is my Fo. xen 
Permit me not to each inſulting Wave, d not 
If by your Power you can the Wretched ſave. Id had 
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e; | The Poet writes to him, he found 
| Only ſincere when Fortune frown'd, 
Whoſe conſtant Love was juſt and bold, 
ms, Faithful and warm when all his Friends were cold. 


E T EGT 


Y Friend, your Kindneſs firſt ſhall be made 
rm. (known, 
oulq he pity'd me, and made my Caſe your own: 
d. hen bending with a Load of wretched Grief, 
rackFyour ſoft Periwaſions brought me kind Relief. 
ite you advis d when deſperate with Woe, 
long'd for Quiet in the Grave below. 

is true, your Name I conſtantly conceal, 
ut your Remembrance will the Fact reveal: 
or from my Breaſt ſhall Time or Chance remove 
he various Acts of your repeated Love. 
y Soul fhall vaniſh into empty Air, 

y Body to the Funeral Pile repair, 

er J forget your Faith ſincerely kind. 

xt in my Heart, and rooted in n y Mind. 

* t may the eaſie Gods to you encline, 

t Shoſnd grant your Fate may not reſemble mine. 
mont on my Bark had gentle Breezes blown, 

dur conſtant Faith and Love had been unknown. 
e Love of Thefeus ne'er Perithous found, | 
ſhewW:Fjll both together trod the Infernal Ground. 
vcexs his Love perchance had ncer expreſt, 

d not Oreſtes angry Powers diſtreſt: 

Ve. d had Eurialus ſcapt the daring Foe 
Nu Love who would the Story know 1 


* 
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pleaſc 
1 Gale 
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| As Yellow Gold the fierceſt Fires approve, ba 
So adverſe Fate the Standard is of Love. bs 
Whilſt Fortune ſmiles with an obliging Air, 1 
Our numerous Friends are both ſerene and fair. 5 


But if ſhe frowns, and ſullenly appears, 

Not in Ten Thouſand one the Wretched chears. 
This which before I from Examples drew, 

My own unhappy Fate confirms for true. 
Friends to my abject Fortune few remain, | 
They lov'd my Wealth, my wretched Self diſdain, 
Then let thoſe Generous Friends aſſiſt me more, is N 
And bring my Veſſel ſafely to the Shore. * 
But let no Cares diſturb my faithful Friend, I pt. 


For fear his Friendſhip CæſʒuQar ſhould offend. 77 
Friendſhip ſincere that Generous Prince approves pn 2 
And in his Foes a Noble Honour loves. * K. 
My Caſe is better, ſince no ill Intent, EE 
But only Folly, caus'd my Baniſnment. | : 5 , _ 
Be watchful then in my Behalf, and try 22 


Whether his Wrath will by Submiſſion die. Phi h 
If any think I ſhould my Cares rehearſe, T 7 i 
They are too numerous to be told in Verſe :! In ry „ 
My Woes exceed the glittering Stars on high, lit! % 
And Atoms which in duſty Whirlwinds fly. þ h 2 
To all my Sorrows none will Credit give, tne 
Nor will Poſterity my Cares believe. 
Befides, what ſecret Griefs Ad mittance find, 
And wreck in private my diſorder'd Mind; . 
Had I a Voice and Breaſt could neer be tir d, 
More Mouths and Tongues than ever Grief defi Ovid 
Yet I could ne'er my Woes expreſs in Words, 434 / 
So vaſt a Theme my weighty Grief affords, 1 
Dear to the Gods, ceaſe Sacred Bards to write 

Dliſſes Troubles, and my Woes endite. Pol 

I've ſuffer'd more, he wand red many a Year, | 9 
And did from Troy thro? various Oceans ſteer. As I d; 


/ 
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[15] 
We ſall'd ſo far to'ards the Sarmatian Shore, 
Till we diſcover'd Stars unknown before: 
With him a faithful Troop of Grec:ans went, 
My Friends forſook me in my Baniſhment. 
o bring him Home his happy Sails were ſpread, 
from my Houſe and Native Country fled : 
or did I make from 1thyca's rough Shore, 
Whoſe barren Rocks no found Sails explore ; 
But quitted Rome, which doth the Gods enfold, 
and left Seven Hills, whoſe Temples ſhine with 
ain. | | kg ( Gold. 
Ie, His Nerves could all the Tug of War ſuſtain, | 
y brittle Limbs ſubmit to Toil and Pain. 
d, In Bloody Fields Delight the Hero took, 
ut I was ſtill devoted to my Book. 
oVES Due God oppoſing me, no one brought Aid; 
ut him Minerva help'd, that Warlike Maid, 
leptune than Jove is infinitely leſs ; 
ſeptune did him, and ove does me oppreſs. 
| oetick Fictions do his Labours grace, 
le. Which in my Story cannot find a Place. | 
Ic laſt, tho? late, his wiſh'd-for Home he found, 
ſe: Ind landed ſafely on his Native Ground. 
gn, Int T ſhall ne er my Houſe and Country fee, 
ly- til the angry Gods appeaſed be. 
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Os, | 
delirY Ovid defcribes the Modeſt Life, 
ds, | And faithful Vertues of bis Wife, 

1 S. 


write ILA 
Pollo Lyde never lov'd ſo well, 


* As I do you, in whom all Virtues dwell: 
| Nor 


1 16 J 
Nor yet was Battzs lov'd to that degree, v. 
Worthy a Husband that might happier be. V. 
You help d me when my Fortune did decline; 
So what I am, my Life is only thine. 
Who wiſh'd me wreck'd on ſome unfaithful Shore 
Hindred by you, can injure me no more. 
The fierceſt Wolves tho' ravenous and bold, 
Yet rarely prey, but on the unguarded fold. 
Thro' Heaven's wide Arch devouring Vultures fly 
And find where Carcaſſes unbury'd lye: 
So on my Goods Rapacious Hands had prey'd, 
Had not your Art the Guilty Project ſtaid. 
Help'd by my Friend you broke the intendeq 
And ture Revenge I the Projectors owe. (Blow 
Your Truth appears by conſtant Trials bright, 
Which in a Thouſand: Acts have dar'd the Light YO 
Sincerer Love Andromache ne'er bore J [ 
To Hecfor killd near Bright Scamander's Shore; _ 
Nor Laodamis witli more Pathon mourn'd 3 
Her ſlaughter d Lord, ho ne er from Troy return , Ty 
Had you. been Homer's Wife inſtead of mine, = { 
Beyond Penelope's your Fame would ſhine. . A Is Ki 
W hether you owe your Vertues to your ſelf, nd b 
And liberal Nature did impart this Wealth, 
Or the Example of ſome Matron's Life, 3 
Taught you to be a juſt and faithful Wite. 10 if 
VVhoſe Prudent Carriage, Vertuous, Chaſte aſphpect 
„ (Kin urn © 
Learn'd you the Beauties of her Sparkling Minden Va 
My Numbers now, alas, want Strength te inf: 
Thy matchleſs Worth, which claim a bolder Wi- ehe 
Thoſe Flights which once my tuneful Verſe * e 5 
5 
Are in my Woes and numerous Sufferings lo! uo | tho 
Elſe your conſpicuous Faith ſhould brightly ſhink” * 
And no one's Fame be Jouder ſung than thine, 1 


ecing 
And fig 
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vet if my Numbers any Praiſe can give, 


Mention'd in them you ſhall for ever live. : 
hore | 
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: Ovid deſires his Friend to look 
es fly Upon the Pages of bis Book, 
e here in his Numbers they will find 


4 The livelieſt Image of his Mind. 
ende E L EGT VI. 
Blov 


aht; | Yo u who my Image wear in Rings expreſt. 


Ligh Let not my Brows with Ivy-wreaths be dreſt; 
uch Entigns happy Pocts may adorn, 
10Ie No Garlinds on my Temples mutt be worn. 
This well you know, who {i1]] my Image bear, 
turn And {ct in Gold my true Effigies wear; Po 
une, e Tis kindly done your abſent Friend to view, 

if And by this Art your Friendihip to renew: 

4229 


ecing your Ring, your bend your Mournful Brow, - 


„ fand fighing ſay, where's wretched Ovid now? 
But if my Picture you would nearer view, 
Puſpe&t my Books, which draw my Image true; 
(Kin Turn o'cr the Volumes, which in lofty Verſe 
Mind be varied Forms of Gods and Men rehearſe. 
iu mperfect theſe, and wanting yet the laſt | 
zoncluding Hand, into the Fire T caſt : 
nto the Flames remorſleſs Theſtias threw 
The Fatal Brand, and her own Offspring flew 2 
« lofÞ*. | thoſe Books committed to the Flame, © 
Jv ſhit Yhich never merited a guilty Fame, * a? 
Do Thinking my Muſe the Occalion of my Woe, 
Pe that my Vein was ieh W 
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But fince I could not thus deſiroy them quite, 
And Fate permits thoſe Books to ſee the Light, 
May they ſurvive, and ſtill delightful be 
Unto the Reader, put in mind of me; 
| Yet dare I not ſuch Lines as Genuine own, 
Which Uncorrected to the World are ſhewn ; 
Snatch'd from the Forge, ere on the Anvil beat, 
Eer my laſt Hand did the rude Verſe compleat. 
I ask not Praiſe, but Pardon; t will ſuffice, That 
If that the Readers don't my Works deſpiſe. And 
| Before my Book W theſe Six Verſes ſtand, The 
mÜmploring Favour,” which they can't Command. Is im 
Who meets this Orphan Volume, poor in Worth, Puppe 


The 
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Nat to win Favour for its Lord ſet forth, Andes 
Afford it Lodging, on its Numbers Smile; But 1 
Sav'd from the Aſhes of my Funeral Pile. You | 


Theſe humble Lines, which ſpeak their own De- Tou r 
At Leiſure with a Friendly Hand Correct. (fect, ory 
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| nd t 
| The Poet bere his Friend does blame, Butine 
i bo proſtitutes that Sacred Name, P leaſu1 
f Appearing like a Glom- worm bright, Ius d! 
'Y M ben none feel Warmth from ſuch a Light, _—_ 
| | ; all 
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can't 
Wheth 
But on 
Or Sey 


ET Rivers now back to their Springs return 
And the Sun ſet where firſt his Rays begun: 
Ten Thouſand Stars thall deck the „ And Ve 


| 
| | (Field Nend 
And the ſoft Skies fhall to the Plough-ſhare you n len 


mu. . 
5 * * — —— = —-— — « * 
2 wth " 

1 - —— Sms #7 een i 


—— — 


* 


it, And cooling Rills from Fiery Atoms flow: 
Nature decay d ſhall loſe her Priſtine Force, 
And Rebel Seeds oppoſe her uſual Courſe. 
his I preſage ;ungenerouſly deceiv! i 
By him whoſe Friendſhip I fincere believ'd. 
at, What could oblige you to deſert your Friend? 
at, Or what Contagion could my Fate attend ? 


That you ſhould thus me to my Sorrows leave, 


And not at all at my fad Funera! grizve? _ 
The Name of Friendſhip, Sacred and Divine, 
nd. Is impiouſly prophan d by Acts like thine. 
orth, Suppoſe you'd ſcen your Friend by Cares oppreſt, 
Andd cas'd the cruel Tortures of his Breaſt ; 
; But if no Tears for me you could haye ſhed, 
You might at lxaſt have ſomething kindly ſaid: 
De- Tou might have done like ſome I never knew, 
fect, And in the conimon Voice have bid Adieu. 
aſtly, you might, while Fate allow'd that Pain, 
Have ſeen my Face, ne'er to be ſeen again: 


— [You might have took, which Fate admits no more, 


My laſt Embraces on the 1talzae Shore; 
hich others did, whom no ſuch Ties did bind, 

And their {ad Tears betray'd their tender Mind. 
Bufineſs nor Cares could once our Hours divide, 
Pleaſure and Love the Union ſtronger tied. 
I us'd you as my deareft Boſome Friend, 
And moſt of all the Romans did commend. 
Is all our Friendſhip vaniſh'd in the Wind? 

unk in the Abyſſes of a faithleſs Mind 2 
I can't imagine you were Born at Rome, 
urn hether, alas, I never more {hall come: 
gun Rut on ſome Rock here in the Fontick land, 
S Or Scythian Mountains, that ſo bleakly ſtand. 


w | | 
pie End Veins of Flint are everywhere diſperlt, 
oy In ſlender Branches thro? your Iron Breatt. | 
6 And 
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ite, The Sea- gone aves with red-hot Fires ſhall glow, . 
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„ 
And ſure your Nurſe in the Hyrcanian Air ron 
A cruel Tygreſs to a Tyger bare, 1 9 Mm 
{/ Elſe faithleſs you had made my Cares your own, Proud 
And your Affection in your Sorrows ſhewn. | 
But fince to {well the Burthen of my Grief, 
1 My eruel Woes even loſt this poor Relief, 
Repair this Breach of Love, that in the End 
I may. your Friendſhip, now accus'd, commend, 
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= He ſhews his Friend that Vulgar Love 
© bs Fortune's Shadow, and doth move 
With it ; then does Congratulate 
His Worth, deſerving better Fate, 


ELEGT VIII. 


MA you live happy till your Funeral Pile, |; 
M Who read'ſr tay Tabiours with a friendly ol 
6/5 (Smile Pfad 

And may my Prayers to Heaven for you prevailf bou 
With which in vain I did the Gods aſſail. t tho 
While: Fortune flatters all will Friendſhip ſhow, N you! 
But if ſhe changes, few are Friends in Woe, gy, | 
The nimble Dove to New-built Houſes flies, hen u 
But flights the Tower which low in Ruin lyes. Ian un. 
Barns void of Corn een ſeſfiſh Vermin ſhun, uu jug 
And Friends forſake the Wretched and Undone, Ito py 
Whilſt the Sun ſhines out flattering Shadows ſtay hu far 
Put when eclipsd they vaniſh ſoon away. re of 
The Vulgat ſo.purſue the glittering Light, d fur 
Which clouded once, they fiye the weary - — 

. #1 a 4 ! . Olle a 
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Zroundleſs. to you Oh may theſe Truths appear, 
s me apparent, by Experience dear. 
n proud of my Fortune, and of Fame ſecure, 
. hat numerous Friends did me my Wealth pro- 
„ [But when I fell they did my Ruin ſhun, (cure? 
And far, Oh far, he my Misfortunes run. i 
or is it ſtrange they fhould that Thunder dread, | 
hich ſtrikes the near approaching Mortal dead. 
Jet conſtant Friendſhip in Ad verſity 
eſar approves, even in an Enemy. 
or is he angry or diſpleas'd to ſee, = 
hat Friends ſhou'd conſtant in their Friendſhip be. | 
hen mad Oreſtes was by Thoas known, 
e prais'd the Love that Pylades had ſhewn: 
nd bold Patroclus, as Achilles Friend, 
for eſteem' d, and did his Worth commend. 
Vhen with his Friend Perithous ſtorm'd Hell's 
FE. ( Gate, 
Into then griev'd and mourn'd their haſty Fate. 
is Friend and Niſus Turnus mourn'd when dead, 
heir Generous Blood by fierce Hetrurians ſhed. 
le, friendſhip in Foes the Juſt and Brave approve, 
iendliffet few my Numbers or my Friendſhip move. 
mile Þ (ad the Aſpect of my Fate appears, | 1 
revallin bound to keep no Meaſure in my Tears : | 
|, t tho' the Gods are to my Vows unkiud, A 
ſnow, you a happier Deſtiny I find. ll 


2 


oe. w, my Friend, this would your Fortune be, 


d. 


'S, hen with a ſlower Gale you plough'd the Sea. q 
n lyes. lan unſpotted Life deſerves a Fame, i 
n, Pu juſtly merit the moſt Honour d Name. i 
one. to Preferments Learning gives Pretence, i 


s ſtayjþu far excel in Arts and Eloquence. 

re of your Worth your Fate I did preſage, 

d future Glory on the World's great Stage; 
ot 


ight. 
roune 


Your Worth confirming ay Prophetick Rage. 
Oh that my Studies ne'er 
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Not Thunder told me this, nor yet the Sight 


Of ſlaughter d Sheep, nor Birds left-handed Fligh * 


But Reaſon did this Augury afford, 
Seeing your Mind with Virtuous Notions ſtord 
And I congratulate my true Preſage, 


| ad known the Light. > 
In Darkneſs kept, and far from Humane Sight. E] 
For as your Fame from Eloquence does grow, 
So my hard Fate does from my Verſes flow. 
You know my Lite, and know I never prov'd 
The Arts I taught, nor in that manner lov'd. 
I taught that Paſſion in my Younger Days, 
And for Diverſion rather ſought than Praiſe. 
Though 1 dare little urge in my Defence, 
I think I may excuſe my late Offence. 
Protect me then, nor yet your Friend forſak 


Plyin 


For 8. 
\nd 1 


And, as befere, now the ſame Meaſures take. * 
| rrom 
——— —— ” Our 
| | fy 

| und C 
The ARG UM ENI. * 

b and v 

Ovid commends the Ship that bore he e: 

Him Jofely 30 the Pontick Shore, | ad 

E EL E G T X. ill 

Ou R Ship Minerva guards with Golden H ax , a 
Which from the Virgin's Helm her NVhoſe 

| | | (does bęloſe to 
With the leaſt Breath of Air ſh Il nimbly ſai Hahn 
And rows with Oars when with'd-for Breezes hence 


here I 
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ht swift as the Wind ſhe'Il plough the Briny Main, 
light And wrong the cleaneſt on the Azure Plane. 
The rougheſt Sea the knotted Timber braves, 
VDefying both the Force of Winds and Waves 
went Aboard in the Corinthian Bay, 


de. From whence the boldly cut her Wat'ry Way. 
Ligh, Pallas help d, who did the Bark protect, 
ght. ¶and thro molt dangerous Seas her Courſe direct. 


And may ſhe Sailing to the Pontick Strand, 

In Safety bring me to the Gettick Land. 

oa which has already to the Inbrian Shore 

d. Mrhro the Ionian Seas this Exile bores 

'S> WPlying to Larboard, thence we ſail'd along, 

and with an eaſie Gale ſteer d gently on. 

For Samos then our ſwelling Canvas ſtood, 

and reach'd its Strand contiguous to a Wood. 
hus far I ſail'd upon the Azure Main, 

and then on Foot trod the Biſtonian Plain. 

From Helleſpont on winged Winds was ſent 

Our daring Veſſel to Dardania bent. 

o Lampſace, which Priapzs defends, 

And Cizicon our floating Caſtle bends ; 

hoſe high-huilt Walls Meon:ans once did frame, 

\nd veering thence ſhe to Byſantium came ; 

he extreameſt Period of her Wat'ry Way, 


and may my other Ship with equal Gales, 
dals moving Iſlands with propitious Sails; 

hilſt by the Thinian Beach e cuts her Way, 
ard by thoſe Walls Anchialus did lay; 
den Hand near Meſſembria, that ſtately Tower, 
er A hoſe lofty Heights ſtand firm by Liber's Power; 
ces bAÞloſe to Magara, which did firtt receive ; 
ly ſail feat hut, who did his Country leave: 
ree es hence to Miletus, the fad Place aflign'd, 
Where 1 by Cæſars Doom mult be confin . 

3 Where 


here Two rough Seas fight in an angry Bay? 


1 — — ee — — » 
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A poet's Fire is Madneſs call'd, and Rage, 


U 24 J. 
Where for an Offering of a greater Price, 
A Lamb to Pallas J will ſacrifice. = | 
You Powers Divine,” who on White Horſes: ride 
Gently my. Veſſels thro' the. Ocean guide. 

One Ship to the Cyanean Iſſes is bound, 

Tae other goes to the Biſtonian Ground. 
Grant, O ye Gods, the Wind may fairly ſtand, | 
Jo bring each ſafely to its wiſh'd-for Land. 


— hy — 
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The ARGUMENT. 


The Poet here the Reader ſhews, - 
That this firſt Book he did compoſe, 
Whilft toffd by angry Seas and Winds, 
And begs his Pardon for the Faults he finds. 


"EE 60-T a 
3 . ; The 8 
FE Ach. Line and Letter in this mourning Boo then 
_ i= ] writ, whilſt Baniſh'd I my Journey took; We hho 
And whilſt I ſtudied, circled by the Main, writ 
December's Cold chill d every lazy Vein. for or 


The Iftmus paſt, which does T'wo Seas divide, Rut w 
Once more we ſtem'd the Ocean's Briny Tide. nd S; 
I think it did amaze the Cyclades . : he M 
To ſee me writing Verſes on the Seas. bad: ir 
I wonder too my fad unęaſie Mind o tha 
Should proper Thoughts and equal Numbers finq Rnd v 


But yet this Maduets did my Grief aſſwage. | 
3 Non 


3 
w by the bluſi'ring Kits our Ship was beat 
d Steropes does the fierce Storm repeat. FE 
$:0pbylax obſcurd the dusky Main, _ (Rainf, 
Fg Southern Winds pour'd down vaſt Seas of 
he Waves ſhipt in apace, yet then Idrew (view. 
Inis Sketch, and trembling made this Verſe you 
nd now the Winds did whiſtle in the Shrouds, 
id riſing Billows almoſt touch d the Clouds, 
he Pilot lifting up his Hands and Heart, © 
pught Aid from Heaven, unmindtul of his Art. 
here. e'er I look Death's dreadful Shape appears, 
hoſe Terror cauſes both my Prayers and Fears: 
he Harbours Sight augments my Horrors more, 
Ind the Sea ſeems leſs dreadful than the Shore. 
The Fear of cruel Men diſturbs my Thought, 
nd Miſchiefs double as gi . nearer brought. 
he ſtormy Waves wou'd rob me of my Breath, 
ind Savage Men would glory in my Death. 
4;, a the Left-hand a barbarous Nation ſtood, 
YF Slaughter proud, and pleas d with * 
4 000. 
und whilſt the Winds the foaming Sea moleſt, 
Ehe Sea's no more unquiet than my Breaf?. 
 Foulf then my Lines diſpleaſe the Reader's Taſte, 
oK; e ſhou'd forgive em, made in Fear and Haſte, 
writ them not under a verdant Shade, 
(or on a Bed of bluſhing Rotes laid; 
But whilſt our Ship contended with theMain, 
And Scagreen Water did my Paper Kain ; 
he Winter fiercer grew to fee me write, 
and in revenging Whirlewinds ſhew'd its Spight. 
_ Wo that I yield, and with Submittion bend, 
finq nd wiſh its Rage may with the le Verſes end. 


D BOOK 


and, | 
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ide, 
le, 
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U Zoe The ARGUMENT. 


"Ovid to Cælar does excuſe 
e and blames his guilty * : 
An 


various Poets does recite. 
Who did as wanton Poems write, 


Tes e ſuffer'd Baniſpnient, 


* om their At Climes were ſent, 


ELEG? . 


7 HAT Buſineſs have I with m 
; ( wretched Book 0 
On which as on his Bane the Auth An 


Cooks} r. 

why from the Muſes can't I yet refrain, Tot 

Is't 45 enough to bear my preſent Pain? | _ 
My Ruin nrit my wanton Poems brought, An 


Pleas'd with my Verſe, whilſt Rome my Friendſhi His 


(ſough y 
| Ceſar denied, hence my Life miflook, =p 
And thought the Author wanton as his Book, 7 ) 
Twas, if paſt Crimes I muſt again rehearſe, Did 
Too much Indulgence to my looſer Verſe; || 
Wh 


L 27. ] 

n which, whilſt I my fruitleſs Labours ſpent, 
The ſole Reward I got was Baniſhment. 

Juſtly I ſhould the Tuneful Siſters hate, 

Who their Adorer brought to this Eſtate 2 

Yet curſt with Madneſs I the Maids purſue, 
Fond of the Snare whence my Misfortunes grew, 
As on the Stage a vanquiſh'd Fencer tries 
To gain the Honour of a Second Prize ; 1 
Or as a Veſſel ſhatter'd by the Main, . 
Refits, and * Plonghs the Faithleſs Plain ; 
As bleeding Telephus a Medicine found, 


Ir 


1. 


From the ſame Pointed Spear that caus'd the 


o Ceſar's Ire my Verſes may appeaſe, ( Weand;; 
Verſes have Force the Immortal Gods to pleaſe. 
At his Command now each Religious Fair Fre 
To Ophis {ues in Sacred Verfe and Prayer; 
And when a Huudred Circling Years have run, * 
In Verſe we Sing the Glortes of the Sun. 0 A 
May theſe Examples bend his angry Mind, 
And may my Verſe thelr Author's Pardon find. 
uſt is your Vengeance I ſincerely own, 
th mINMay my Confefhon for my Crimes atone; 
Book In pardoning me your Clemency you ſhow, 
AuthojAnd by my Faults your Virtues higher grow. 
70ve would be ſoon diſarm'd, did Thunders Wai: 
To ſtrike the wicked with a certain Fate; 
His creadful Bolts to wound are rarely ſeen, 
And Lightnings only make the Air Serene. 
-ndſhif His Might une quab'd, and Superior Sway, 
Submiſſive Gods and Paſſive Heavens obey. 
You Rule the Earth, let his Example move, 
Be you forgiving, like Almighty -e. 
And ſo you are, for ne'er a gentler Hand 
Did yet the Empire of the World Command. 
Your Foes ſecurely to your Mercy yield, | 
Who none had granted had they won the Field, 
D 2 Some 
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Some by your Gift Imperial Honour wear, 
One Day . Wars began, in one did ceaſe, 
Whilſt either Party begg d for gentle Peace. 
And as the Victor in the vanquifh'd Foe, 
The. Vanquiſh'd in the Vidtor gloried ſo; 
Better my Cauſe is, tince I ne er did join 


In Hofiile Arms, nor gainſt the State combine, 
By Sea, by Earth, by Stigian Gods I ſwear, 


And by your ſelf that Godlike Power does bear; 
My Thoughts, tho' wanting Means to be expreſt, 


Still faithful were, as thoſe who more profeſt. 
Equal with them I join'd my faithful Prayer, 
That you might long your Crown Imperial wear, 
And for your Safety, at my own Expence 
: T offer'd Gums, and richeſt Frankincenſe; 
Beſides thoſe Pages which my Morals blame, 
In various Leaves Record the Sacred Name ; 
And if you wou'd the unfinift?d Lines peruſe, 
. Of baniſh'd Forms, ſnateh'd from my _ d 
uſe, 
with Dread Reſpect your till ſhall mention'd find 


1 | Your Name, and Proofs of my ſubmiſſive Mind. 


- 'Tis true, my Muſe can't to your Worth aſpire, 
Or Sing your Action with Immortal Fire ; 
Yet Fove is pleas d when we his Acts rehearſe, 
And make God the Theme of Mortal verſe. 
And when we Sing the Giant's dreadful Fight, 


»» 


| My wanton Lines, w 


In his own Praiſe ove takes ſincere Delight. 

To Afﬀter-ages ſome may bear the Name 

In Numbers laſting as the Breath of Fame. 

And tho the great a Hundred Bulls preſent 
ToHeaven,yet Heaven's with ſmaller Gifts content. 


So ſure he was * 2 Se RD 
0 fix. | . 


For 


Who *gainft your Perſon Impious Arms did bear: 
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For 


Things concur to urge our haſty Fate. | 


Id by your Face adjuſt their Servile Frown ; 


[29] 

fear my Numbers which your Glory ſpread; 
ould with Applauſe and Juſtice 1 read; 
t when your angry who dare Love profeſs, 
r I abhor my ſelf in my Diſtreſs. 
in a falling Houſe the Timbers bend, 

d crack the Inferior Planks as they deſcend ; 
when bad Fortune ruins our Eſtate, 


he Vulgar too with rude Contempt look down, 


tI remember in my younger Days, 
du did my Life and Converſation praiſe ; 

d when I did litigious Smiles Compound, 
ich Side the Juſtice of my Sentence found. 

d were it not for this, my ſole Offence, 
ſar had prais d my Life and Innocence. 

t this quite ſtrikes my feeble Bark below, 
he furious Waves which oer my Ruin flow; 
o little Bubble could my Ship Diſtreſs, 

t Mighty Waves did low my Fortune preſs. 
as, Why have my Eyes unhappy been, 

id private Crimes mfortunarely ſeen? 

Jeon's Hounds their wretched Maſter tore, 

ho view'd a naked Goddeſs on the Shore: 
xrtune in this offended more than he, 

t Errors gainſt the Gods muſt puniſh'd be. 
nd if my Houſe had been unknown to Fame, 
y Verſe had rais d the Honours of my Name. 
is true, my Wit in wanton Thoughts was ſhown, 
t thro” the World my Reputation's known. 
ſcerning Judges Naſoe's Lines have Read, 
nd rank d me equal to the Ingenious Dead. 
er now my Houſe, great by my Numbers made, 
by iny Folly low in Ruins laid ; 


D 3 | Yet 


L 30 
Yet not ſo ruin d but it ſtill may riſe, | 
If Cefar's mild, and his Diſpleaſure dies; 
His Mercy in my Sentence was expreſt, 
And my ſad Heart did greater, Ills ſuggeſt ; 
vet Anger did not reach to take my Life, 


And your Compaſſion conquer'd in the Strife, Wo m 


My forfelt Goods your Kindneſs too did give, Nyho 
And with my Life you gave me Means to live: Who 


Nor by the Senate's Sentence was I fent,  Mhe\ 
Or private Judgment into Baniſhment, do m. 
But you yourſelf pronounc'd thoſe heavy WordWlend 
Whoſe Execution full Revenge affords ; Aud 


Beſides the Edict which conhrm'd my Doom, 
With no ill Language Baniſh'd me from Rome. Tate 
It only mention d that I was confin d. y C 
And Sorrow was in gentle Words Aſſign'd; To hi 
For there's no Puniſhment, tho' molt ſevere, May f 
Which I thould equal with your Anger fear; Byhit( 
zut yet the Immortals lay their Paſhon by, Fo hi; 
And when the Clouds are o'er, Serene's the SRV 
Thus round the Elm encircling Branches twine, 
Whoſe blaſted Trunk was ſtruck with Flam 

| ; THERE. (Diving 


Therefore I'll hope you car't be ſo unkind ay h 
To ſnatch this Pleaſure from my fickly Mind. And t 
'Tis true I hope, but when I once reflect Ph (þ 
upon my Crime, my Fears my Joy reject, ay by 
And as the Sea by different Whirlwinds roul'd, Father 
Vet does not {till the unruly Motion hold; let th: 
But that ſometimes a quiet Calm ſucceeds, beg n 


And on the Cockly Beach the Halcyon breeds ho te 
EyenYo my various Mind is rack d with Care, But if 
Now calm'd by Hopes, now tortur'd by Detfpaliff Ban 
By all the Gods, which grant you long to Reign 

That you may ſtill the Roman State maintain, 


An 


_— — — - x2 oe A 
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„ 
and by your Country happy in your Fate, 
vhere I a Subject humbly bow'd: of late, . 
o may the Romans pay you juſt Reſpect, 


(tect. 


Vho only worthy of your Love appears; s 
Vhom Nature Fram'd for you, had ſhe not been, 
The World had wanted for its Lord a Queen, 
o may your Son grow up, whoſe Godlike Sway, 
WordWlended with yours, may all the World Obey ; 
nd for his Acts, which Time will ſoon Brave 
; | Ort), 
ate Mount the Sky by his Superior Worth. _ 

| y Conqueſt ſo accuſt om'd to your Tent, 

d; Fo his Imperial Arms herſelf preſent, 

re, Way ſhe attend him with Subſervient Wings. 
ar; W|hili Fame freſh Lawrels for his Temples brings. 
Ys o him your Warlike Fortune you reſign, 

1e SK\EAnd Crown his Head with Rays which once were 
wine, ll N 

Flame 
Divine 


hilſt you yourſelf at Home in Quiet Reign, 
[our other ſelf does Foreign V Vars maintain; 
ay he return a Victor Oer his Foe, 

ind thro? Imperial Rome in Triumph go, 

0h ſpare me then, and let your Thunder ceaſe, 
, ay by your Bolts, and grant the wretched Peace, 
oul'd, Father of Rome, f pare your moſt Humble Sate, 
fleet that moſt tender Name your Mercy crase. 

? beg not you'd Repeat my Baniſhment, | 
reeds ho to much weightier Suits the Gods aſſent : 
are, ut if you would ſome milder Place aſſign | 
5 { Baniſhment, t would caſe this Grief of mine, 


ain, 1 For 


ind. 


An 


ond of the Poyer which does their Realms pro- 


o may bright Livia Reign a Thouſand Jens) 


(thine. 


Jet none in further Baniſhment remain ; 


| Ne'er doth the ſpreading Roman Empire end, 
VVhoſe utmoſt Limits ſcarce ſo far extend; 
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For here I ſuffer the Extream of VVoes, 
Living amongſt the Empire's Barbarous Focs; 
Sent to the Danube's moſt Impetuous Stream, 
VVhere cold Caliſtbo drives her Frozen Team. 
The Silver VVaves, when they Serenely Slide, 
Can ſcarce the Colchians from the Getes divide. 
And tho for Crimes ſome bear a greater Pain, 


Beyond is only frozen Snows, and cold, 
And lazy Seas, which Icy Fetters hold. 


This makes me pray to be from hence remov'd 
To Shores for mere Humanity approv'd. 

Nor as a Priſoner let me here abide, 

VVith ſuch whoſe Rage the Iſter can't divide. 
Beſides, a Free-born Reman does diſdain 

To live a Priſoner in a Foreign Chain. 

Two Crimes, Miſtake and Verſes, me oppreſt, 
The firſt with Silence Gill ſhall be ſuppreſt: 
Nor is it proper to renew your Wound, 

Of which the Anguiſh I my ſelf have found. 
But of my Fault they urge a Second Part, 

In that I taught Love's wanton Idle Art : 

j ſee that Humane Acts the Gods deceive, 
My Crime refembles not what you believe. 
For as Great Fove the Heaven beholding ſits, 
No Leiſure for our ſmall Affairs admits. 

do when this under Orb you overlook, | 
Your Royal Thoughts not humble Sufferings brod 
So as to be from grand Affairs at Leiſure 
To read my Verſes in unequal Meaſure. 
But yet it ſeems your high Imperial State, 
Preſſes your Shoulders with no mighty Weight e turr 
Since you vouchſafe to read with ſerious Thougiſęt her 


The wanton Lines my aiery Fancy wronght.. here I. 
| 0 


E + 
zur Conquering Troops do fierce Pannonia tame, 


hes; Inilſt Thrace Rebellious would Eclipſe your Fame. | 
um, he Armenian's Peace Implore, the Parthians ſhow — | 


am. ſſheirTpreading Colours, and extended Bow. | 
lide, Ine Germans feel thy Valour in your Son, | 
vide, Ind Cæſar's Foes young Ceſar does o'ercome. 

ain, Ind laſtly Rome, and her wide Empire's Bounds, 


your Regard feels neither Pain nor Wounds. 
me and her Laws you equally defend, 
nd by your Practice do your Subjects mend. 


id, Ind yet you live not in Inglorious Eaſe, 
5 t by your Arms obtain a Solid Peace; | 
ov'd bled with weightler Cares, tis firange you d look 


to the wanton Pages of my Book ; 1 
˖ 8 you read them with a Serious Thoughts 
with my Lines had been exempt from Fault; 
hey were not for ſeverer Judgments writ, 
d for a Princes view were far unfit: 
ut yet they did not Nature's Laws offend, 
r wanton Rules to Married Wives commend. 
nd left you doubt what was the Author's Mind, 
ly Meaning in this cautious Page you'll find. 
way all you whoſe Fillets bind your Hair, 
ho on your Thumbs a Golden Circle wear; 
rbidden Love I dare not here reherſe, 
ſt ſore ſhould be Polluted by my Verſe. 
ut though we baniſh from our Books all ſuch 
hom Fillers \bind, or Golden Fetters touch, 
et may the Matron uſe another Art, 

5 brodfJud from the chaſteſt Verſe inflame her Heart ; 

et her not read then, ſince with Eaſe ſhe'll find, 

r Frame ſome Notions to debauch her Mind. 
; hate er ſhe touches who delights in Ill, 
eight e turns to Lewdneſs by a Chymick Skill. 
houghFEt her the Annals Read, tho moſt ſevere, E 
it, lere Lia's Fault will charmingly appear; a | 

, / 1 
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„ 
Or if ſhe Virgil reads, ſhe'll quickly find Jaſu 
How Venus was to good Anchiſes kind; And 
And I'll affert each Sort of Verſe may move Fort 
A wanton Breaſt, and blow the Flames of Let e 
Yet every Book for this is not to blame, 

Since nothing profits but may hurt again. 
Then Fire what's better yet when fill'd with Ire, 
To burn a Houſe we arm our ſelves with Fire. 


Health, giving Phyſick, Health doth oft impairſſs ihe 


And Witches Poiſon from Green Herbs prepare Ho K 
The Thief and Traveller wear glittering Armsnd ! 
Theſe to defend, and they to offer Harms: Vhic 
Tho' Eloquence ſhould Plead the juſteſt Cauſe, ſnd 1 


Tt may defend the Guilty by the Laws. | hic 
So if my Verles modeſt Minds peruſe, et w 
My Numbers will no vicious Thoughts infuſe, Nh 
He therefore errs who by his Paſſion led, Wa 
Miſapprehends what's innocently ſald; 1a) 01 


Why are they Cloyſters where the Virgins walkſiy « 
That with their Lovers they may freely talk. Iud h 
The Temple, tho moſt Sacred, let her thun, 8 
Whoſe wanton Boſom does obſcurely burn; Ind h 
For in Jove's Fain the Wanton will ſuggeſt, 
How many Maids the vigorous God compreſi. . 
And when to her Bright Spouſe ſhe bends herHea 
She thinks how Jouve defil'd her Sacred Bed. 
When ſhe Minerva views, ſhe thinks her Pride tr as 
Or Lewdneſs made her Wife”"Ericihon hide; pmig 
If ſhe to Marſe's Temple does repair, t ty 
She ſmiles tothink how ſhe embrac'd the Fair; O.]. 
In Jos Temple ſhe revealeth how | | 
Poor Jo was transform'd into a Cow: 
And ſomething then her wandring Fancy move 
To Mule on Venus and Anchijes Loves. 
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| C35 3 
aſus and Ceres next her Thoughts inſpire, 
And he who ſet the modeft Moon on Fire: 

or tho' theſe Gods were for our Prayers delign'd, 
Yet every Thing corrapts a wanton Mind: 

and my Firſt Page bid Virgins ſhun an Art, 
Vhich to Lewgl Girls I only did Impaft. 
ind ſince in modeſt Maids tis thought a Crime 
arther to preſs than where the Prietis Afhgn, ©, 
impai che not guilty then who not Forbears 
weparſo Read my Lines forbid to modeſt Ears? 
Arms And Matrons Grave Laſcivious Drau ghts approve, 
= Vhich repreſent the Twining Sobs of Loye ; 
auſe, Ind veſtal Virgins view the Painted Scene, 

Vhich no Reflection to the Limner mean. 
et why did La wanton Strain approve? 
hy did my Numbers teach the Art of Love? 
was my fault, which freely I confeſs, 
ay my Confeſſion make my Error leſs: 
hy did not I the Trojan s Ruin tell, 
nd how the Phrygians by their Fury fell. 

Sung I not Thebes Gates moſt ſtrictly kept, 
nd how by Mutual VVounds the Brothers ſlept. 
perial Rome did ample Subjects yield, © 
mighty Themes an unexhauſted Field; 
nd tho' great Cæſar's Acts all Men Proclaim,  - 
et I might too have Sung the Hero's Fame. 

t as the Sun attracts the admiring Light, 

© might his V Vars have gave my Numbers Flight; 
t t was no Crime to Plough a baſer Earth, 
wwing my Theme gave VVords of Fancies 

T (Birth: 
r tho' a feeble Bark may Coaſt the Shore, 
te ſhuns the Seas, nor dares the Dzep explore: 
r tho' my Airy, Soft, Harmonious Muſe, 
/ for her Strings ſome humble Subject chuſe, 
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Yet ſhould I of the Giants Battles Sing, k 
The lofty Theme would crack my humble String: 

That happy Bard of Cæſar's Acts may VVrite, 
VVho thinks as boldly as his Soldiers Fight ; Erne 
And tho' I once defignd to Sound his Name, * 
Methoughts my Verſe detracted m his Famꝛ: f þ 
Then to my Youthful Strain I ſoon return'd, 50 
And wrote of Swains, who with Love's Paſſion ,q 
( burn he 


Fate drew me in againſt my own Intent, 
By VVriting to procure my Baniſhment, 
VVhy did my Parents with officious Care 
Inſtructing Books for my ſoft Youth prepare? 
For this you hate me, ſince you judg'd I ſought 
Forbidden Arts, and Love Laſcivious taught; 
VVhen I to VVives no Thefts of Love did ſhow, 
How could I teach thoſe Rules I ne*er did know 
For tho' I did ſome melting Verſes Frame, 
No ill Report could ever wound my Fame. 
Nor can my Verſe ſome Spouſe of Vulgar Rank 
For being made a doubtful Father thank. 
My Thoughts are by Verſes ill expreſt, 
My VVife is modeſt, tho my Mules jeſt : x 
Befides, my VVorks are feign'd, and juſtly crave 
A Liberty their Author muſt not have. x 
Books ſeldom ſhow the Mind, whoſe chief Inte 
Is to delight with Tales that they invent ; 
Acciu is cruel, Terence does delighgt Ju 
In Feaſts, and VVarriors of Rencounters write; y 
And laſtly, ſome who Amorous Tales have fram 
Vvere never for their guilty Verſes blam d; 
The harping Bird his trembling Strings did moryy ©: 
VVith Songs of Venus, Drunk with te 77 Myhy r 
# 0 
And Sappho oft with Amorous Notes betray'd s 1 
To ſome wild Paſſion an unguarded Maid; wy Bris 


Lan) 


ho blames Battiader, who abus d his Leiſure, 


Strinzzwrich telling Stories of his wanton Pleaſure: 
Tite; fenander's ſoft Intrigues of harmleſs Love, | 
it; he modeſt Thought of bluſhing Nymphs approve. 
NCy he Iliads only ſhow the horrid Shape 
Fame: f Bloody Wars, and an Adulterous Rape; 
75 No ow ſtern Pelidis for Briſeis rag d, | 
Mor 


Had how the Greeks for Hellen's Loſs engag d. 
The Odyſſes diſplays the doubtful Strife 
Of Suitors, warring for Vlyſſes's V Vite, 
and Homer tells how Mars and Venus tied 
n cloſe Embraces by the Gods were ſpied: 
Vho but that 15 Bard could let us know, 
"Slow Two fair Ladies lov'd a Stranger ſo. 

The Traged ies in Loftineſs excel, 
Jet Loves ſoft Pains, the Epick Buchins tell: 
bedra's Hot Breaſt Hippolitus did move, 
, und Canace died for a Brother's Love. 
e. Vhen Priam's Off- ſpring Hellen brought from far, 
he God of Love drove his refulgent Carr; 
Vhen in the Childrens Blood the Mother dies, 
er Sword ſuch Acts from frantick Love ariie; 
ove to a Lapwing changed the Thracian King, 
Ind Frogue fitted with a Swallow's VVing: 
nd *twas a Brother's Love that did affright 
he Sun, ana made him hide his Golden Light. 
ever would Scylla on the Stage appear, 
Put that for Love ſheclipt her Father's Hair. 
Ivho of Oreftes reads, and of his Fears, 
Df Murder'd Phyrrus, and Ægiſtus hears ? 
Vhy name I him? Did the Chymers tame, 

Vhoſe treacherous Holteſs ſought his Life in vain 2 
Irhy mention'd I Hermione, or the Arcadian Maid, 
* r her whoſe Courſe the Latinian Lover ſtaid? 
tra) © ir Danae by High Fove a Mother made 2 
2 v t Bright Alemena by a God betray d? 


To 


ä 


whole wantch Love conſum'd unhappy Troy; 


And ſhould I here recite Love's numerous Flames, 


To theſe add Pole, Hylar, and the Boy; © 


My!Book would ſcarce contain the Lovers Names, 


Even Tragadies to wanton Laughter bend, 


And VVords obſcure with lofty Numbers blend, 


Some blameleſs have Achilles's Acts defac'd, 


And by ſoft Meaſures have his Deeds diſgiac'd, 


Tho Ariſtides his own Faults compild, 

Let Ariftides was not ſtraight Exil'd ; 
Eubias in Stile Impure did lewdly prove 
The various Actions of unwholeſome Love. 
Another of the Sybvrites compogd | 


The Crimes, and his own wanton Acts diſclos's 
Theſe in the Librari:s by ſome Bounteous Hand 


To Publick Uſe dd there Devoted ſtand. 
By Strangers Pens I need not make Defence, 
VVith equal Liberty our Books diſpence. 


'Tistrue, grave Exnus of VVar's Tumults writes, 


And mighty Thoughts in Numbers rough Endites, 


The Cauſe of Fire Lucretius dots explain, 


And howThree Caufes ford the Earth and Main, if 


Gentle Catullys in ſoft moving Lines 


His Miſtreſs Masks, and yet ner Beauty ſhines, 
VVith Lesbia's Name he Veils the charming Maid, 
And his Lewd Love in his own Verle betray'd. 


VVith equal Freedom C(alvas too Eſſays 


The Sports of Love, and tells its various VVays 
VVhy thould I mention Memnon's wanton Vein, 
VVhich to each Potlure give a luſcious Name; 


Cinna ſtriving Buxom Darmes to pleaſe, 

And wild Cor nificus compar d with theſe ; 
Or he that did to future Time commend 
His Lover Titl:d by the Name of Friend? 
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- him who ventured for the Fleece of Gold, 
ys Poſe Conſcious Lines doesLove's ſoft Thefts un- 
ames, rtentins too, and Serꝛius, writ as bad, (fold. 
ames, No'd think my Verſe ſuch great Examples had? 
ma Ariftide's Works Tranſlates, 
lend. Id oft in wanton Jeſts Expatiates. 
ms praiſing none could Gallus blame, 
i Wind, not Verſes, furniſh'd all his Fame. 
wits writes that Womens Oaths are Wind, 
o with Amazement can their Husbands blind. 
tells them how their Keepers to Beguile, 
| he himſelt's deceiv'd by his own Wile. 
| tells you how to graſp a Lady's Hand, 
clos'd [per pretence to fee her Golden Band. 
Hand ſlinows what Joys a Lady's Touch can bring, 
Per pretence to feel her Golden Ring. | 


his led Mind in Jewder Figures Dreſs : 
news what Oils the Blueneſs quite cxpels, 
ch by fierce Kiſſes on the Boſom dwells ;. 

| Rules ſevere to Husbands does commend, 
y Indulgent Wives will ſcarce offend ; 

| when the Dog Barks at your Pottern Door, 
rows lome Youth does Loves ſoft Joys im- 


rites, 
ndites, 


Main 


les. 
Maid. | „ (plore. 
ay 4 In Record the Thefts of Love does leave, 


teaches Wives th ir Husbands to deceive : 
vvays Ns Tibullas read, and Famous grown, 
ren. unto you ( 3 not unknown. 
me; tho. Properties did like Precepts give, 
is clear Fame does fill unſpotted live; 
We I ſucceeded not to mention ſuch 
Write Ike me, and err Perchance as much: 
| am d not where ſo many Ships had paſt, 
{My poor Bark mould Shipwrack d be at laſt, 


Or 


Some 


times by Signs he does his Thoughts exprefs, 
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Some ſhew their Art, or try their Chance at Di 
Which in ſeverer Times was thought a Vice, 
Some know the Way to make em higher run, 
And how the loweſt loſing Dice to ſhun. 

Others with ſeeming Negligence and Eaſe 
Can ſlur a Die, and throw what Caſt they pi 
Gameſters at Draughts can Crown their douh 


And how their Men ſecured from Perils brin 
They know the Ways to Chaſe, and to Retr: 
And how tht Foe by cunning Arts to beat. {ou 
And ſome a Game with ſtoney Pebbles thor, 
In which they win, who rank 'em in a Row, 
Others in other Games like Pleaſure take, an 
And loſe their Time to win a Paultry Stake. r d. 
Some of rebounding Ball, and Tennis Sing, Ny Þ 
Others like Frogs inſtruct us how to Swim. 
Coſmetick Secrets ſome looſe Lines diſcloſe, No 

Others of Feaſis the jolly Laws compoſe ; Pf H 
And do in Verſe Propitions Days Aſlign, let y. 


And oy non Bowls become the ſparkling Hd 
In cold December to the Harp we Play, ho”. 
And the thick Air pleas'd with the Notes is (Þud f 
So I to write ſome Sportive Verſes meant, et “ 
Which ſtreight were punifh'd with my Bz N HF 
| m 
Equal in Crimes, unequal in the Pain, nd y 
Such Works deſerve, I only Woes ſuſtain, Fut N 
Better I'd banter'd in a Conick Stile, (om! 
Which with looſe Scenes does tedious Hours il 


Where longing Lovers uſe their fondeſt Art, Vito 
And Amorous Wives play an Intriguing Part put ye 
But yet in theſe Matrons and Maids delight, Than, 
And hoary Age hcars them rehearſt at Night$-L0ys 
Whoſe wanton Langnage does the Ears prop 
And with an Impious Sight our Manners tia 


[ 41 } 
nd when the Husband's gull*d, the Matron ſtrays. 
hey applaud the Eard, and crown his Head 

| (with Bays: 
He gains, and is not puniſh'd for his Crimes, 
\nd the Rich Præter pays him for his Lines; 
nd when great Ceſar you exhibit Plays, 


1ey ple 

br The Poets paid that does the Structure raiſe. 
(AArhem you Reward, and View their Painted Show, 

s brinÞy which the Romans do your Goodneſs know. 

) RetreMWand with thoſe Eyes which awfiphTerrors move, 

cat, Nou ſee ſoft Scenes and InterludFdof Love. 

thow, f Poets then may uſe a Comick Vein, 


hy ſhould my Verſe ſuch Puniſhment obtain? 
an theſe the Licence of the Stage protect ? 


e 
take. r does Mankind their Minmick Scenes neglect 2 
Sing, ly Poems too have made the People riſe, 
vim. Help Attention with their greedy Eyes. 
cloſe, Tho in your Houſe ſome Living Pieces ſtand, 
fe; Pf Heroes Painted by a Matter's Hand, 
n. let your Apart ments wanton Tables Grace, 
ling fund Acts of Love appear with open Face; 
ho 4jax looks with fierce revengful Ire, 

. 8 a 
es is Mund fell Medea burns with jealous Fire, 
int, Net Venus ſcems to dry her Ouzy Head, 
1 Is if the'd lately made the Sea her Bed. 

t Wars Tumultucus Broils let others Write, 

Hud your high Deeds with ſoaring Quills Endite "2 
tin, Fut Niggard Nature docs my Mule reſtrain, 


rom Lofty Subjects, to an Humble Vein. 

gil s bold Mule the liſtening Audience charms, 

Vho Sings Zneas and the Phrygian's Arms: 

Fut yet no Book with greater Pleaſure's Read, 4 

Tn where the Hero by his Mother led, 7 
noys Elixa, and her Bridal Bed. 


E Yet 
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For Verſes which my Youthful Thoughts i 
My Guilty Numbers are reveng'd at laſt, 


— 


Jie}. 


Wi Yet once Fair Phillis, Goddeſs of the Plain, 8 
And Amarillis charm'd the wanton Swain. N 
Ot moving Sounds I knew the charming Face, On 


E'er you inroll'd me mongſt the Roman Hort: : Th 
And now my Age ſuſtains the weighty Blame, | 


(Fram: 


And I am puniſh'd for a Crime that's paſt; 


Vet all my Werks are not ſo light and vain, 
Sometime I la 
In Twice Three Books Rome's Feſtivals J pennt 

And with each Volume every Month does end. 


ch'd deeper into the Main. 


That Pious Work, of no Interior Fame, 
I bumbly offered to your Sacred Name. 


Beſides, my Heroes with Mageſtick Rage, 


In Tragick Dreſs have trod the Purple Stage. 
Of varied Forms my Spritely Mule has Sung, 
Which workt my Fate, imperfect left, A 
| _.Cyoun 
And if your Anger would but be appeas'd, | 
Perchance you would be with my Verſes pleas'd, 
For from the Firſt. and Infant Birth of Things 
Down to theſe Times my Mule her 1 
| rings 
You would behold the Strength of every Line, 
Wherein your Praiſe eternally will ſhine ; 
unmix'd with Gall my even Numbers flow, 
No Rage my Lines, nor Painted Satyr know. 
Amongſt the Romans none was ever found 
Hurt by my Verſe, my Mule herſelf does woung 
Therefore each generous Temper I believe, | 


will at my Woes and hapleſs Fortune grieve; 


'And hardly Triumph at his wretched State, 


Who. ne'er was proud, even in my better Fate. 
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[ 43 ] 
Oh let theſe preſſing Reaſons change your Mi 
That in Diſtreſs I may your Favour find ; 
Not to remit my Exile I implore, | 
One Suit 1ask you, and demand no more; 

L beg the Favour you'd remove me hence, 
To ſuch a Place as ſuits with my Offence. 


Finis Secundi Libri. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


| i Here Ovid to the Reader ſhews 

| | That he's unwilling to diſcloſe 

| | Himſelf, ſays he was entertain'd 

By ſome, whilſt others bim diſdain'd. 


E 


Am that Book which fearfully do come, 

(Vote by a Baniſſi d Man) to viſit Rome ; 

And coming weary from à Foreign Land, 

Would end my Travels in the Reader's Hand. 

| You need not be afraid, or tham'd of me, 

Since no Love Verlſcs in theſe Pages be. 

1 My Matter now by Fortune is oppreſt, 

It is no Time for him to Write in Jeſt, 

Tho' in his Youth Wild Thoughts his Soul did 
move, 

Jet now he hates the wanton Arts of Love; 

! Im every Page dull Mourning Thoughts appear, 

And my ſad Lines tliꝭ Times Complexion bear; 

| And that my Second Verſe wants equal Strength, 

Believe it happens from the Journeys Length. 

| No Gilded Leaves my diſmal Pages Grace, 

Sad is my Hue, and like my Author's Face, 


45 i 
Briny Drops my clearer Letters ſtain, | 
er 13 2 Blots, caus'd by his Deadly Pain. 
you my Language ſcarcely underſtand, | 
now I was written in a Barbarous Land ; 
herefore good Reader teach me where to go, 

me Place of Reft unto a 3 ſhew. 

is having ſaid, in Words repleat with Grief, 
friendly Hand indulg'd me kind Relief. 

aye him Thanks, and did the Gods implore, | 
ne er might ſee the cruel Pontick Shore; | 
id on, ſaid I, III follow you Command. | 
o much Fatigu'd by Meaſuring Sea and Land. f | 
gave Conſent, and as he went, ſays he, l 
5 is the Holy Street which here you ſee ; | 
re's Veſta's Fane, Bright with Eternal Fire, 
re Numa lofty Palaces Aſpire, 

re is Evander*s Gate, and now you come 
on the Spot where Romulus Built Rome ; 

d then ſays I, this is the Houſe of ove, 


— 


; 


— — 


me, 


is Oaken Crown does my Conjecture prove. | 
Rome Bid *twas Cæſar s, and I anſwer'd ſtraight, | 
and, hen Jeve dwells here in all his Regal State; , 
Hand. t why do Bays around the Gates appear, : 
d thus Incircle Czfar's Statue here? ft 
t becauſe his Houſe doth Merit Praiſe, 1 
d is moſt dear to the Bright God of Bays. 1 
1 43 doth it now denote a Feſtival, 
u 


5 oken of the Peace he gives to all? 
move, zs the Lawrel evermore is ſeen,” | 
e; Fill his Houle is Verdant, Gay and Green, 
ppear, Ido thoſe Letters on the Wreatt engrav'd, 
bear; Bw that the City by your Power was ſay'd? 
rength, 1 ſave a Citizen at laſt, 

gth. Jo far into the utmoſt World is caſt; 

i Pere for his Errors he does now ſuſtain 
8. F vel Baniſhment and endleſs Pain! 
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| [ 46 ] 
You find my Pages look moſt diſmal pale, 
And my uncertain Feet begin to fail. 
I pray that this ſame Houſe which now I ſee, 
To my ſad Lord may reconciled be. Y 
From thence to Bright 4pollo's Fane we went 
To which White Marble makes a fine Aſcent 
Where Figures ſtand, by ſome great Maſter de 
Of Belus, and of Palamede his Son. 
Their ancient Books, and Pages wholly new, 
All lye expos'd to the Patricians View. 
I fought my Brothers there, excepting them 
Whole hapleſs Birth their Father did condem 
I ſought the Chief who kept that Sacred Plac 
He bid me fly from that Religious Space. 
I entred Temples to the Play-houſe join d, 
But here I could no Entertainment find; 
Nor could I come to the extreameſt Court, 
Where Books of Learning conſtantly reſort, 
Heirs to our Fathers Fortunes by Deſcent, 
Alas! like bim we ſuffer Baniſhment. 
Perhaps when Time ſhall Ceſar's Ire ſuppreſ; 
He will my Father and my (elf Redreſs. 
For vulgar Aid I neither ask nor care, 
Then Ceſar grant me this my earneſt Pray'r MF yet 
Since Publick Seats are to my Vows deny'd, [Sea | 
In fome Receſs let me my Verſes hide; t ſtill 
And may my Muſe be by Plebeians priz'd, FW Boe 
Sought for and prais'd,, whoſe Numbers Id in 
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ale, tn Lint tier ont 2c in catt ati 
e went Ovid in charming Notes deplores 

Aſcent His Baniſhment, Death Sable Doors 


aſter de He knocks at, wiſhing ſudden Fate 
Hi wretched Life would terminate. 


KLE 


new, 


them 
ondem 


d Place 
ce. 


As it my Fate to view the Scythian Snow, 
And Lands which no returning Summer 


ind, (know? 
„ PJovld not Apollo, and the Sacred Nine, | 

ourt, liſt their Bard, and lend their Aid Divine 2 
eſort. ald not my ſprightly Numbers me excuſe? 
ent, r yet my Life, more {ſerious than my Mule ? 

| It that I muſt, after long Labours paſt, 

uppreſs rad the unhappy Pontick Shores at laſt ? 

8. om Care and Buſineſs I my ſelf withdrew, 

n nd of my Eaſe, and no rough Labour knew; 
Pray'r Ntyet was forc'd to bear Alternate Pain, 
eny d, & and Land, and here as much ſuſfain; 

J t ſtill I Live, and by Experience find, 
bd, Body is ſupported by my Mind; 
nbers Id in my Paſſage to my ſad Exile, 

(desc Studious Thoughts I did my Cares beguile. 


t when at length I touch'd the hated Strand, 
d ſafe arriv'd, did from my Journey Land, 
Iw from my Eyes a Briny Stream did flow, 

ie Water running down from melted Snow, 
Bd then my Houle and Rome I call to mind, 
dall that's lovely which I left behind. 


Alas 


8 — —— — 
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| | == 
Alas for Death, that I in vain ſhould crave II. 
And humbly beg Admittance to the Grave! IA 
Why have I ſtill eſcap'd the angry Sword? BID; 
Could not the Sea, nor Shore, a Death afford) T. 


Je Gods, too conſtant in your Fatal Ire, Ar 
Who do with Ceſar in Revenge Confpire, 80 
Haſten wo: þ ſlow and dilatory Fate, Tt 
And Death ſet wide your Adamantine Gate. It: 

| | | Co 

| _ To 
apes Th 

| Th 

The ARGUMENT, IN 
He lets bis Lady underſtand Yet 
His Sickneſs in a Foreign Land ; An 
Then writes his Epitaph, with an Intent Toi 
To make his Buoks his Monument, Wh 
| If t 

| | My 

2 LEGI III. T. 

But 


Erceiving this, a Stranger did Endite, IA. 
Beliz ve that Sickneſs would not let me WI * 
In the extreameſt Region Sick I lye, po 
Not knowing whether I ſhall live or die. And 
What Satisfaction in that Climate ſhines, Nor 
Which on the Getes and Sauromates contines ? 
The Air and Water ſtrange and odd appear, yp 
My Temper can't the frozen Climate bear; II (ha 
Poor's my Apartment, and my 7 No! 
No Health-reſtoring Phylick's to be id.] wit 
Here is no pleaſant Friend to paſs away Whi 
In kind Diſcourſe the long and tedious Day; 
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But here upon my Bed of Sickneſs caſt, 
ave II think of many Things which now are paſt. 
ave! And thou, my deareſt Wife, above the reſt, 
d? Doſt hold the chiefeſt Place within my Breaſt. 
afford) Thy abſent Name is mention'd ſtill by me, 
5 And every Day and Night I think on ther. 
re, Sometimes I ſpeak Things without Senſe or Wit, 
I That I may Name thee in my Frantick Fit. 
Gate, IIf I ſhould Swound, and that no heating Wine, 
| Could give Life to this fault ring Tongue of mine: 
To hear of thy Approach would make me live, | 
Thy very Pretence would new Vigour give. 
Thus I moſt doubtful of Life am grown, 
Put thou perhaps liv'ſt Merrily at Home. 
. No, I dare ſay, that thou, my deareſt Wife, 
Doſt in my Abſence lead a Mournful Life. 
Yet if the Number of my Years be done, 

And that my haſty Thread cf Life is ſpun, 
Intent Jou Gods, you might with Eaſe have lęt me have 
Within my Native Land a happy Grave. 

If that you would have let my Death prevent 
My fatal Journey unto Baniſhment, | 
Then had I dy'd in my Integrity, 

But now I here-a baniſh'd Man muſt die. 


ite, And ſhall I here reſign my weary Breath ? 
me Wiß The Place makes me unhappy. in my Death. 
i Upon my Bed I ſhall not fall Aſleep, 

Co 


And none upon my Coffin here ſhall weep. 


de 5 Nor fhall my Wife's Tears, while that they do 
tines | ( fall 


Ppear, Upon my Face, me unto Life recal. 

Year, II ſhall not make my Will, nor with ſad Cries 
00 No Friendly Hand ſhall cloſe my dylng Eyes. 
ad.! [Without a Tomb, or Funeral, I ſhall be, 
While as the Barbarous Earth doth cover me. 


F Which 


* 
15 Day; 


ä — 


For Banithment than Death more heavy was. 


Since all my Grief is ended with my Life; 


And ſo iuto fome ſecret Place convey d; 


Pray ſtill that Ovid's Bones may ſoftly lye. 


\ 


LW] 

Which when thou heareſt be not with Grief op- 
( preli, 

Nor do not thou for Sorrow beat thy Breaſt. 19 1 
Why ſhould'n thou ring thy tender Hands in vain? 
Or call upon thy wretched Husband's Name? 
Tear not thy Cheeks, nor cut thy Hair for me, 
For I am not (good Wife) now took from thee, 
When I was Baniſh d, then I Dy'd, alas! 


Now I wculd have thee to Rejoice, (good Wife,) 


And bear thy Sorrows with a Valiant Heart, 
Miſhaps have taught thee how to play thy Part. 
And with my Body may my Scul expire, 

That ſono Part may ſcape the greedy Fire. 

For if to Pythagoras we may Credit give, 

Who ſaith the Soul Eternally doth Live, 

My Sou] ' mongſt the Sarmatick Shades ſhall ſtray, 
And to the cruel Ghoſts ne er find the Way. 

Yet let my Alhes be put in an Urn, 

So being Dead I ſhall again Return. 

This Lawful is, the Theban being Dead, 

His Loving Siſter ſaw him Buried. 

And let ſweet Powders round my Bones be laid, 


( 
2 
8 
V 


Graving theſe Verſes on a Marble Stone, 

In Letters to be read by every one. 

« I Ovid, that did write of wanton Love, 

© Lye bere, my Verſe my Overthrow did prove, 
* Thou that baſt been in Love, and paſſiſt by, 


This Epitaph ſhall ſuffice, ſince my Books be 
A far more laſting Monument to me. 


Which tho' they hurt me, yet ſhall raiſe my Name, nd 8 


And give their Author Everlaſting Fame, e f 


* 


L 31 
ief op- Net let thy Love in Funeral Gifts be ſhew'd, | 
0 ind 3 Garland with thy Tears bedew d. 
hoſe Aſhes which the Funeral Fire ſhall leave, 


1 vain? vill in their Urn thy Pious Love perceive. 
e? ore would I write, but that my Voice is ſpent, 
me, Nor can my dry Tongue ſpeak what I invent; 


hen take my laſt Words to thee; live in Health. 
hich tho? I ſend to thee 1 want myſelf. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Ovid doth his Friend adviſe 


| A Life of Greatneſs to deſpiſe ; 
nk Since Thunder doth the 422 Anil, 
Mhile quiet Peace lives in the Vale. 


E LE OT Iv. 


laid, 

Y always deareſt Friend, but then moſt known, 
When I by adverſe Fortune was o'erthrown, 

f thou wilt take the Counſel of a Friend, 

ve to thyſelf, do not too high Aſcend. 

ince Thunder from the higheſt Tower doth come, 

ive to thyſelf, and glittering Titles ſhun ; 

or tho? the Beams of Greatneſs may us warm, 

let greateſt Men have greateſt Power to Harm. 

The naked Sail-yard fears no Storms at all, 

Name, And greater Sails more dangerous are than ſmall. 
he floating Cork upon the Waves doth ſwim, 

While heavy Lead doth tink the Net therein, 


F 2 Of 


DC 


Vet 


A — — — —— — ren 


Perhaps I had been ſtill at Rome with thee; 


„ 


Of theſe Things had ſome Friend Admoniſh'd me, Fo 


While as a gentle Wind did drive me on, W 
My Boat through quiet Streams did run along. He 
He that by Chance doth fall upon the Plain, Ar 
He falleth ſo that he may riſe again. Int 
Zut when Elpenor from a high Houſe fell, Io. 


Zis Ghoſt went down to Pluto, King of Hell. IN. 


Eren in thy Looks moſt like unto my own. 


Though Dedalns his Wings did him Suſtain, In 
Yet falling Icarus gave the Sea his Name. 
Becauſe that he flew high, the other low, My 


While both of them their Wings Abroad did 


To (throw, nc 
he Man that unto Solitude is bent, 

th live moſt happy if he be Content. 
Eumenes of his Son was not deprived, 
Until that he Achilles Horſes guided. 
And Phaet hon had not died in the Flame, 
If that his Father could his Will reſtrain. 
Then fear thou (till to take the higher Way, 
And in thy Courſe draw in thy Sails I pray. 
Thou worthy art to live moſt fortunate, 
And to enjoy a candid happy Fate. 

Thy gentle Love deſerves this Praiſe of mine, 
Since thou didſt cleave to me in every Time. 
I ſaw how that thy Grief for me was ſhown, 


I ſaw thy Tears which on my Face did fall, : 
And with my Tears I drunk thy Words withal. Et) 
Now to thy abſent Friend thou yeild*ti Relief, ; 
Thereby to lighten this my heavy Grief. ; l 
Live thou unenvy'd, Honour Crown thy End, = jm 
For thou art worthy cf a Noble Friend. a Ni 
And love thy Ovid's Name, which cannot be 
Baniſh'd, tho Scythia now containeth me. 


Fo 


h'd me, 


ad did 


throw. 


. 
15 
withal. 
elief, 
End, 
be 


Fo 
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For me a Land near to the Bear doth hold, 
Whereas the Earth is frozen up with Cold. 
Here Boſphorzs and Tanais doth remain, 
And Places which have ſcarcely any Name. 
Inhabitable Cold doth dwell beyond, 
For I am near unto the fartheſt Land. 


{My Country and my Wife are abſent far, 


And with them Two all Things that deareſt are. 
Yet tho' with them I cannot preſent be, 
Within my Fancy I their Shape do ſee ; 
My Houſe, the City ſtands before my Eyes, 
And all my Actions in their Place do riſe. 
My Wife's dear Image doth itſelf preſent, 
Which doth increaſe and lighten Diſcontent. 
Her Abſence grieveth me, but then again 
My Comfort is ſhe conſtant doth remain. 
And you, my Friends, do cleave unto my Breaſt, 
Vhoſe Names I wiſh by me might be expreſt. 
ut wary Fear doth my ODeſire reſtrain, 
ind you, I think, do even with the ſams ; 
or tho? that heretofore you pleaſed were, 
hen as your Names did in my Verſe appear, 
let now I'll talk with you within my Breaſt, 


Nor ſhall your Fears by my Verſe be increaſt. 


or ſhall my Verſe diſcloſe a ſecret Friend, 
dve.ſecretly, and love me to the End: 
nd know, tho' we by abſence are disjoin d, 
et you are always preſent in my Mind. 

en ſtrive to eaſe thoſe Griefs which I ſuſtain, 
nd lend your Hand to help me up again, 
may your Fortune proſperous remain, 
id never have juſt Cauſe to ask the ſame. 


| * 
© The 
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| T 

„„ . T 

3 „ I 

By a feigned Name he doth commend T 
One Carus that had been his Friend; * 
And then doth mitigate his Fault, | D 
Since Error him to Ran brought. - 
on 

E. — 

He 


MY uſe of Friendſhip with thee was but ſmall By 
And if thou wilt thou mayꝰſt ſay none at all Ar 

Zut that thy Love moſt faithful I did find, W 
When as my Ship ſail'd with a gentle Wind. ITe 
When once I fell, then all did ſhun my Wrack. ] En 
And all my Friends on me did turn their Back. I Ex 
Yet thou, when I was firucken with fove's Flam Ar 
Didſt viſit me, and to my Houſ then came: Ev 
And in thy freſh Acquaintance thou didit ſhow La 
More Love than all my Antient Friends would dq I a 
I aw thy amazed Count'nance at that Time, IId 
Thy Face bedew'd with Tears, more 1 tha Tc 
| ming] n 
And ſeeing Tears fall at each Word, my Ears Or 
Did drink thy Words, my Mouth did drink tif By 
| (Tea w 

Thou didſt embrace my Neck, and then betwil Yet 
Some loving Kiſſes with thy Sighs were mixt; Th 


| Now abſent thou defendeſt me again, So 
Ji Thou know'lt that Carus is a feigned Name: To 

5 And many Tokens of thy Love appear, Il w 

| Which I in Memory will ever bear. Wo 


1 | 


= — — -— — — — 
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The Gods ſtill make thee able to defend 
Thy Friends unto a far more happy End. 
To know how I do live if thou require, 
| As it is likely that thou doſt deſire, | 
I have ſome Hope, which do not take from me, 
That thoſe offended Powers will pleaſed be. 
Which being vain, or if it may befal, 
Do thou allow my Hope, though it be ſmall. 
Beſtow thy Eloquence upon that Theme, 
To ſhew it may fall out as I do mean. | 
The greateſt Men ate placable in Wrath, 
A generous Mind a gentle Anger hath. 
When Beaſts unto a Lion proſtrate lye, 
He.ends the Combate with his Enemy, 
ut ſmall} But Wolves and Bears their yeilding Foes do kill, 
one at al} And the inferior Beaſts are cruel ſtill, 
1d, Who like Achilles? Yet even he appears, | 
Vind. To be much mov'd with Dardanus ſad Tears. 
Wrack. Emachion's Clemency is beſt declar'd, 
r Back. Even by thoſe Funefal Rites which he prepar'd. 
ve's Flam And that I may not Man's calm'd Anger ſhow, 
ame: Even Funo's Son-in-Jaw was once her Foe. 
t ow Laftly, I needs muſt hope ſince at this Time 
vould dq I am not puniſh'd for a henious Crime. 
Time, II did not plot againſt great Ceſar's Life, 
pale thJ To ruin him, by ſowing civil Strife. 
( ming I never yet did rail againſt the Time, 
Ears Or ſpake againſt him in my Cups of Wine. 
drink ti} But am puniſh'd for beholding of a Fault, 
( Tea Which I through Ignorance beheld, unſought. 
n betwil Yet all my Fault I cannot well defend, | 
mixt; Tho? in Part thereof I did not ill intend. 1 
So that I hope that he will pleaſed be, — 
lame: JTo grant an eaſier Baniſhment to me. 
L wila the Morning-ftar that brings the Day, 
Would bring this News, and quickly poſt away. 


F 4 The 


| 
4 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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The ARGUMENT. 


His Friend's Fidelity he doth praiſe, 
And to — himſelf aſſays : 

Defiring if he have any Grace 

At Rome, to w/e it in his Caſe, 


E LE OT Vl 


O u R League of Friendſhip thou wilt _ oo 
ceal: 


Or if thou would'fi, it would itſelf reveal. 
For while we might none was more dear to me, 
And I do know I was belov'd of thee. 

And this ovr Love was to the People known, 

So that our Love more than ourſelves was known. 
The Candour of thy Mind is eaſily ſeen, 
Of him who for thy Friend thou doſt Eſteem. 
Thou nothing from my Knowledge didſt conceal, 


And I my Secrets did to thee reveal. 1 

For all my Heart and Secrets thou didſt know, 7 

Excepting that which wrought my Overthrow ; 17 

Which hadſt thou known, thou wouldſt have 1 7 

| (councell'd m 

So well, that I ſhould never Baniſh'd be. | 

But 'twas my Fate drew on my Puniſhment, 

And croſſed me in any Good Intent. 

Yet whether that I might this Evil ſhun, O 

Our Reaſon cannot Fortune overcome: 4 
|} © Yet thou to me my old Acquaintance art, 0 fit 
And of my Love thou h6ld'ſi the greateſt Part. Ir elſ 


Be 


1 
mindful then, and if thou Gracious be 
t Court, then try what thou canſt do for me; 
hat Ceſar being unto Mildneſs bent, F225 3 
ay change the Place of my fad Baniſhment. 
yen as I did no Wickedneſs deviſe, . 
nce that my Fault from Error did ariſe, 
would be tedious, not ſafe, to unfold, 
y what Chance theſe Eyes did that Act behold. 
ch ſhameful Deeds as do the Ear affright, 
ould be concealed in Eternal Night. 
muſt confeſs therefore my former Fault, 
t no Reward by my Offence I ſought. 
nd for my Fault I may my Folly blame, 
ot con- ¶ to my Fault thou wilt give a true Name. 
(ceal: this be falſe then further baniſh me, 
heſe Places like unto Rome's Suburbs be. © 
O INC, ; ORF | 


— 


n, 
own. 


* The ARGUMENT. 
onceal, „ 3 1 
The Letter here he doth command 
w, To fly unto Perhilla's Hand, 
OW : And ſheweth that the Muſes give 
: * Immortal Fame, which ſtill ſhall live. 

d me | 


ft, | E L E G F VII. 


O thou my Letter, being writ ſo faſt, 
And to ſalute Perhilla make thou haſte. 

0 ſit hard by her Mother ſhe ſtill uſes, 

r elſe to be amongſt her Books and Mules : 


What 


EV] 
What e er (he does, when ſhe knows thou art con 
She'll :ask thee how I do that am undone : 
Tell her I live, but wiſh I did not ſo, Yet 
Since length of Time can never eaſe my Woe, Wane 
Yet to my Muſe I now returned am, A] 
Making my Words to Verſe to flow again; Exc 
And ask her why ſhe doth her Mind apply 
To common Stud ies, not ſweet Poeſy? 
Since Nature firſt did make thee Chaſte and Fai 
Giving thee Wit, with other Things moſt tar 
I firſt to thee the Muſes Spring did ſhow, 
Leſt that ſweet Water ſhould at Waſte ftill flow 
For in thy Virgin Years thy Wit 1 ſpy d, 
And was as twere thy Father, and thy Guide. 
Then if thoſe Fires Kill in thy Breaſt do dwell, 
There's none but Lecbia that can thee excel: 
But I do fear that ſince I am o'erthrown, 
That now thy Breaſi.is dull and heavy grown: 
For while we might we both did read our Lines 
I was thy Judge and Maſter oftentimes. 
And to thy Verſes I an Ear would lend, 
And make thee Bluſh when thou did make 


| | (E 
Yet now perhaps it may be thou doft ſhun 
All Books, becauſe my Ruin thence did come; 
Fear not Perhilla, but all Fear remove, 
So that thy Writings do not teach to Love: 
Then, learned Maid, no Cauſe of Sloth ſtill fram 
But to thy Sacred Art return again, 
That comely Face will ſoon be fpoiFd with Yea 
While aged Wrinkles in thy Brow appears; 
Old Age will lay hold on thy outward Grace, IM 
Which cometh on ſtill with a filent Pace, W 
To have been Fair it will a Grief then be, Ur g1 
And thou wilt think thy Glaſs doth flatter th:QWith 


But 
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hy Wealth is ſmall, tho' thou deſerveſt more. 


J art con 
e 3 But yet ſuppoſe thou hadſt of Wealth great ſtore, 
© Yet Fortune when ſhe liſts doth give and take, 
' Woe, And of Rich Cræſus ſhe can Irus make. © 
15 All Things are ſubject to Mortality, 
n; Wrcept the Mind and Ingenuity. _ . 
ply Wor tho? I want my Countrey, Friends, and Home, 
ud all Things took from me that could be gone, 
and Faiſ let ſtill my Muſes do with me remain, 
noſt rat nd Ceſar cannot take away my ven. 
5 ho tho he ſhould me of my Life deprive, 
ſtill flonſhlet ſhall my Fame when I am dead ſurvive. . 


While Rome on Seven Hills doth ſtand in Sight, 
y Works ſhall ill be read with much Delight. 
hen of thy Study make this happy Uſe, 

«cdl: ro ſhun the Power of Death even by thy Muſe. 


grown: 
zur Lines 


! 


men 


The ARGUMENT. 


His Countrey he deſires to ſee, 

If Cæſar would ſo pleaſed ve; 
Then mournfully he doth complain, 
ve: And ſhews what Grief he doth ſuſtain, 
till fram 


ith Ye! ELEGT:.Yn. 


ars 50 | 
Grace, I Wiſh I could Triptolemus Wain aſcend, | 
e. Who firſt did Seed unto the Earth commend: 


be, Por guide Megea's 2 — through the Air, 
tter the with which ſhe once from Corinth did repair :: 


L 60 J 

J wiſh that I had Perſeus Wings to fly, 

Or Dedalus his Wings to cut the Sky, i 
That while the Air did yield unto my Flight, 
I might injoy again my Countries Sight ; 
And ſee my poor forſaken Houſe again, 
My Wife, and thoſe few Friends that do remai 
But why doſt thou ſo fooliſhly require, 
When thou canſt ne er attain to thy Deſire ? 
Inſtead of Wiſhes unto Ceſar ſend, 
And firive to pleafe him whom thou didſt offen 
If he repeal thy Baniſhment, his Word 

Can give thee Wings to fly like to a Bird. 
Perhaps when once his Wrath doth milder grow 
He to my Suit will then ſome Favour ſhew : 
And I beſeech him how in the mean Time, 
Some eaſter Place of Exile to aſſign. 


Ovid 
How 


RE h 
That 


hile Hu 
d 'mor 
t this i 


This Air and Climate both contrary be, 11 from 
Continual Sickneſs ſeizeth here on me. in th; 
Either my fick Mind makes my Body ill, "d in th 
Or elſe the Air doth ſome Diſeaſe intiit. tile fiel 
Since I to Poneus came each Night I dream, ato the: 
I do diſtaſte my Meat, my Limbs grow Lean. Which fi 
Like that Pale Colour which in Leaves is ſeen, Nies out 
When they by Autumns Froſt have nipped been, e Myn 
So doll look, being pin d away with Grief, ito the 
Having no Friend to yeild me ſome Relief. hile th 
For I am fick in Body, and in Mind, ith tha 
In both of which I equal Pain do tind. 
Methinks my Fortune ſtands before my Eyes, Ind thoi 
In a fad Shape repleat my Miſeries. et Gill | 
When I behold the People, and the Place, at whe! 
Comparing paſt Time with my preſent Caſe, Noth ſh 
Then I am willing to reſign my Breath, 1 ſore 
Wiſhing I had been punithed with Death: 1 fatal « 


But yet ſince he was more milder bent, 
Let him now grant me milder Baniſhment. 
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i | The ARGUMENT. 


BB Ovid briefly doth explain 
may How Tomos firſt did get that Name. 


ELEGQGT IE 
offen 8 


RE here ſome Cities ( who can it believe) 
1 That from the Greeks did firſt their Name 
. hile Husband men even from Miletus came, 
d'mongſt the Getes did Grecian Houſes frame, 
t this ſame Place doth anciently retain, 
il from Ahſyrtus Murder this ſame Name: 
r in that Ship which Pallas Name did bear, 
nd in thoſe unknown Seas her Courſe did fieer, 
kile fierce Medea from her Father fled, 
nto theſe Shores her fatal Sails ſhe ſpread, 


n. Which from a Hill one viewing on the Land, 
— Wrics out, Medea's Sails do hither ſtand. 
j 


he Myniæ trembled, and without Delay, 

nto their Ropes, and all their Anchors weigh: 

hile that Medea ſtruck her guilty Breaſt, 

ith that ſame Hand which had in m_ ou 
reſt. 

nd though her former Courage did remain, 

et till her Blood in Paleneſs went and came. 

ut when ſhe ſaw the Sails, we are betray'd, 

wth ſhe, my Father's Courſe mult be delay'd, 

1 ſome New Art; while thus ſhe doth deviſe, 

fatal Chance her Brother ſhe eſpies; 


And 
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And having ſpy d him, now, quoth ſhe, tis dom Ine Saur 
For from his Death my Safety now ſhall come; Whoſe ri 
And with a Sword ſhe ran him through the Side While the 
Who little thought by her Hand to have dyd; Ih ther, 
Then tears his Limbs in pieces, and on tt wher 
ro „ ( GrounWMoſe Co 
She ſcatters. tkem, that ſo they may be found r doth 
In many Places: And that her Father may t the N 
Not pals by it, ſhe places in the Way ew Sno 
His bleeding Head, and both his pale cold HandWhile the 
Which ſet upon a Rock before him ſtands: ch is th 
And while that horrid Sight did ſtop her FathetMaut Tov 
He ſtay'd his Courſe thoſe ſcattered Limbs ſhe Free: 


EH | (gather guard 
Whence Tamos got that Name, becauſe that hem thei 
Medea firſt her Brother's Limbs did tear. d Roar 
| | e Fragr 
EE : Wir longe 
| EL; | hat ſhoꝛ 
| Waters 
The ARGUMENT. r ber | 
| - | noſe Sey 
Ovid lively doth deſcribe = 3 

The Countrey where be doth abide, here Shi 
Which in this ſhort Map you may view, don rs 
Which he in Baniſhment then drew, _ rmatian ( 
: * of I 
Ws firange 
ELEGY X. ce Fictio 

Ls eve ſeen 
I F any yet do think of Naſos Name, : d the Se 
1 Which yet within the City doth remain, Mon the 
Know that I live within a Barbarous Land, Id there, 
Which ne'er unto the Northern Pole doth fiand. Pe 1 
| e Lover 


Th 


1 

he Sauromates and Getes do hemn me in, 

hoſe ruder Names my Verſe do not beſeern, 

hile the Air is warm we then defended are 
Ither, whoſe fair Stream keeps back the War. 

t when that Boreas once doth fly abroad, 

oſe Countries he with heavy Snow doth load. 

x doth the Snow diffolve by Sun or Rain, 

t the North Wind doth make it ſtill remain: 

ew Snow doth fall on that which fell before, 

hile that the Earth is doubly cover'd o'er. 

ch is the North Winds Force when it doth blow, 

it Towers and Houſes it doth overthrow. 

e Freezing Mob ſhort Coats and Mantles wear, 

guard their Faces from the ſullen Air. 

m their long Hair a ruſtling Sound is heard, 

d Roary Froſt ſhines on each Icy Beard, 

e Fragrant Wine to Ice ſubſtantial turns, 

r longer now in Purple Channels runs. 

hat ſhould I here of Frozen Rivers tell, 

Waters dug from Pits as deep as Hell ? 

t ther here with Nile may equal be, 

hoſe Sevenfold Streams fink in the raging Sea. 
Azure Waves hid o'er with Ice he keeps, 

dſo unſeen into the Ocean creeps. 

dere Ships did Sail the Jabouring Horſes tread, 
don the River find an Icy Bed. 

matian Oxen draw their Waggons o'er 


Ws firange, yet true, but this as Fact regard, 
c Fictions here can bring me no Reward, 
ye ſeen the Ocean cruſted o'er with Ice, 

d the Sea bound with frozen Fetters Twice. 


2 Fon the Ocean's Breaſt we often walk, 
Id there, as in ſome Pleaſant Meadows, talk. 
nd. d Bold Leander ſuch a Shore decry'd, 


e Lover ne'er had in the Ocean dy'd. 
Th The 


ll 
| 
7 
» & y 


ches of Ice, ſtretch'd wide from Shore to Shore. 
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The crooked Dolphins cannot here repair 

To the Sea's Verge to ſuck the Balmy Air. 

And tho the Winds with all their Fury blow, 

No Storms the Seas or riſing Billows know. 

No Veſlels there upon the Billows ride, 

No well-ply'd Oars the heavy Waves divide. O 


The Scaly Fiſh in Icy Fet ters bound, "G 
Upon the Beach half dead are often found, V 
If ſurly Boreas with too Powerful Force A 


Stagnates the Sea, and ſtops the River's Court; 
When Iſther by dry Whirlwinds is congeal'd 
No longer then the Foe can be conceal'd. 
Who Skilful in their Horſemanſhip and Bow, 
Waſte all around where their Armies go. O1 
The Peaſants fly, and none defend their Fields 
Whilſt their poor Stock ſome little Pillage yiel 
Their Riches is their Cattle, and their Wain, 
And ſome mean Wealth which their low Oh h 
( contain 
Some 4 the Barbarous Foe when Captive too 
Leave their dear Earth with many a heavy loo 
Others ſtruck deep by Barbed Arrows die, 
Whoſe Poiſon'd Heads with Winged Vengeance 
What they can't take maliciouſly, they ſpoil, So whe 
And with Hot Klames their Icy Gods defile. 
The fearful Swain for fear of being kill'd, e 
Neglected leaves his Widow'd Farm untilld. Of Wi 
Not here the Grape hangs in a Leavy Shade, 
Nor is there Wine from Purple Cluſters made. No hr 
Acontius here could not an Apple find 


To write his Paſſion, and diſcloſe his Mind. 33 
Here Naked Flelds ſee no returning Spring, 
Nor on the Trees the chearful Birds do Sing. | , gainſt 


And tho the World has ſuch a large Extent, I And lit 
Here only is I muſt ſuffer Baniſhment, nd 11 
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3 
f | 
W. The ARGUMENT. 
de. Ovid is lere oblig d to write 
*Gainſt one who rail d at him in Spite; 
, Whom he with Clemency reproves, 
4 And not his Anger, but bis Pity, moves, 
a | 
g ; 
b E L E OT XI 
W., ; 


Ou who condemn my rulgd loſt Eftate, 
And make a Jeſt of my unhappy Fate. 
Were Nurſt on Rocks, and by a Tyger bore, 
To ſome fell Tyger on the Hyrcanian Shore. 
Oh whither does your cruel Rage extend? 
Or where muſt my unheard- of Sorrows end ? 
The Barbarous Shores of Pontus me enfold, 
And Regions frozen with Eternal Cold. 
For as a Hart Hunted by Lions ſhakes» 
Or as a Lamb purlu'd by Tygers quakes, 


Il fear, encompaſt by Tremenduous Foes. 

14 Suppoſe it were no Puniſhment to me, 

Of Wife and Children thus depriv'd to be; 

7. | Tho' nothing troubled me but Ceſar's Rage, 

o healing Balm can tuch a Griet aſſwage. 
Yet there are ſome who with malicious Smart 


Againſt the Unhappy every one can ſpeak, 
And little Strength a bended Twig may break, 


8 


So when theſe Nations round our Walls encloſe, 


Encreaſe my Cares, and wound my bleeding 
(Heart. 
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It ſhews ſome Force to throw down Walls whic 
** ö ſtan 

When falling Towers yield to the weakeſt fand 

Why do you perſecute my empty Shade ? 

Or why with Injuries my Grave invade ? 

Thoꝰ Hedor in the Wars could ſhew his Face, 

' Yet Hector Dead ty'd to a Grecian Horſe © 

Was dragg'd about; nor am I now the ſame, 

And nothing bat my Shadow does remain. 

Then why unjuſt do you ſo fiercel) rail, 

With piercing Words,which o'er my Soul prevail} 

Suppoſe my Crimes were true, my chiefeſt Fault 

Was by Miſtake, and not Intention, wrought. 

Then glut your Anger with my Puniſhment, 

And pleaſe your Fancy with my Baniſhment. 

A Murderer would lament my wretched Fate, 

You think me not enough unfortunate. 

Fierce as Buſiris, or that cruel Man, 

Who firſt to Faſnion Brazen Bulls began. 

And on Sycilian Tyrants them diſpos'd. 

Whilſt thus his Art the cruel Artiſt ſhew'd. 

This Work, Oh King, is of ſtupendious Make, 

We can no Notion from the out ſide take. 

See there's contriv'd in the vaſt Braze n Side 

Two Folding Doors, which do the Bull divide, 

Whom you would kill in its vaſt Cavern hide. 

Beneath put Fire, and when the Metals glows, 

The tortur'd Wretch juſt like a Bullock Lows, 

Then let this Gift of ſo ſtupendious Ute, 

Rewards moſt worthy of itſelf produce. 

The King reply'd, fince you did firſt invent 

So Cruel, Strange, and Odd a Puniſhment, 

You firlt hall feel it. So the Inventer thrown 

Into his Impious Work began to Groan. 

But to return from Rich #iczlza's Field, 


What Theme for Railing can the unhappy yeild 
| | | 
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which if you deſire to quench your Thirſt with Blood, 
ſtand i And from my Veins would ſee a Crimſon Flood, 
and, So much Pve ſuffer'd both by Land and Sea, 
That even this Fate will no Affliction be. 
Ulyſſes was not in ſo great Dilireſs 
„ [Since Neptune's Ire, is then the Thunderer's leſs > 
Then ceaſe to tell me of my former Stains. 
R Nor tear with Impious Hands my bleeding Veins. 
Let Time my Faults in Long Oblivion hide, | 
And which dare not once again the Day abidg 
Vail? Since Fortune oft lays low, and does advandg . 
ault Be you afraid of her uncertain Chance. 
. But fince you're thus it quiſitive to know, 
) The cruel Scene of my unhappy Woe, 
. My Fate is ſad, I all that Ill ſuſtain, 
75 The Foe of Ceſar needs no other Pain. 
And if you think I do my Cares Augment, 
T wiſh you only bore my Puniſhment. 


The ARGUMENT, 


5 [ Tho" it be Spring in every Place, 

The Pontick Shore no Verdures Grace, 
Hence he Petitions to be ſent N 
Vnto ſome milder Baniſpment. 


EL EGT XIE 


Now Zephirs warm the Air, the Soring's begun, 


9 And ſlow-pac'd Winter all its Rage has done. 


ly G 2 The 


The Ram which bore fair Hellen once away, 
Has made the Night Coequal with the Day. 
Now Boys and Laſſes gather in the Field 
Sweet-ſmelling Flowers, which bounteous Natur 
5 ; ( ylelds, 
Fair-colour'd Flowers in the Meadows Spring, 
And now the Birds their untaught Notes do Sing, 
The Swallow now doth build her little Neſt 
Under ſome Beam, wherein her Eggs may reſt. 


hethe 
he lat 
fany f 
hile a 
e may 
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The Seed which long ſince in the Ground was laid, Weneath 
Is now ſhot forth into a tender Blade. ge that | 
And now young Buds upon the Vine appear, will in! 
- Altho' the Getick Shore no Tree doth bear; as! De 
Tis their Vocation, and the Wars at Court ting ſeat 
Do now give Place to Plays, and other Sport : ay Ceſ 


Now they do Tilt, and Feats of Arms aflay, 
Now with the Ball and with the Top they play. 
Young Men anointed now with Oil, begin 
To bathe their Limbs within the Virgin Spring : 
The Scene doth flouriſh, and new Strains are found, 
Which makes the Three Theatres to reſound. 7 
O Four Times happy ſure, and more, is he 
That to enjoy the City now is free. 5 
But here I ſee the Snow melt with the Sun, Again, 
The undigg'd Waters now begin to run. hich 
The Sea is not frozen, nor doth the Swain 
Over the Iſther drive his creaking Wain. 
Yet when that any Ships doth hither Sail, 
And Anchor at our Shore, then without fail 
I run to the Maſter, and after Salutation : Ehold r 
I ask him whence he comes? And of whatNation? I Doth 1 
And *tis a Wonder if he be not one deheart 
That from ſome Neighbour Countrey then doth ears, t 
From Italy few Ships do ever ſtand, (come. hou had 
To come unto this Heaven- wanting Land. ou wou 


Whether 


ly an! 
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hether his Language Greek or Latin be? 
he latter is moſt Welcome unto me. 
fany from Propontis here arrive, 
ture Nyhile a NortbWind his ſpreading Sails doth drive? 
ds We may inform me of the common Fame. 
„ Ind orderly he may relate the ſame. . 
Ng Wor of Great Ceſar's Triumph I do hear, 
nd of thoſe Vows to fove performed were. 
. Wind how rebelling Germany in the end, 
aid, Weneath our Captain's Feet her Head did bend. 
e that ſhall tell me theſe Things here expreſt, 
will invite him Home to be my Gueſt. 
as! Does Ovid's Houſe alone now ſtand ? 
ing ſeated here within the Styrian Land ; 
ay Cæſar make this Houſe of mine to be, 
ly an Inn of Puniſhment to me. 


* 
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The ARGUMENT. 
Againſt bis Birth-day he doth complain} 


hich was now return'd in vain. 


hold my Birth-day, (for why was I Born?) 
on? Doth vainly unto me again return; 
d-hearted Day, why doſt thou ſtill extend 
oth ears, to which thou ſhould'ft have putanEnd ? 
me. ſhou hadſt any Care of me, or Shame, | 


ou wouldſt not thus have followed me in vain, 
ther | But 


3 


Or that ſweet Roſes ſhould encompaſs round 


Oerwhelm'd with Grief the Wretched can 


You, who each Path of Sacred Learning kndFfre are no 


[ 70 J 
But in that Place have givenume my Death, n hap 
Where in my Childhood firfi I drew my Breath, Hnd n 
And with my Friends, that now at Rome do d wellſo all | 
Thou might'f at once have took thy laſt Farew:MWixcepe 
What's Pontut unto theses? Or art thou ſent Then ſt 


By Ceſar's Wrath with me to Baniſhment ? \mong 
Do you expect your uſual Honours here, he Po 


Whilſt a White Robe I on my Shoulders wear * ſhe 

e Fat 
Ind oft 
Ay Veri 


The Altars with Sabæan Incenſe crown'd ; 
Offering ſuch Gifts as well become the Day, 
Whilit for your proſperous Return I pray. ithou! 
But now my Life's ſo intermixt with Woe, Wo you 
That when you come I Joy nor Pleaſure know. f all D 
By Right you ſhould a Funeral Altar View, int by 
With Cyprus ſpread, and Melancholy Yew. he reſt 
Now Incenſe to the Gods is calt away, Ind Fift 
rom my 
Yet one Requeft Ft make the Powers Divine, (bat Wo 
That this returning Day may never ſhine; chen by 
Whilſt Baniſh'd on the Pontick Shore I live, Which 1 
Which falfly ſome the Name of Euxine give, Works 
| | ut Tet eh 
nt as | 
hich w 
hat Tir 
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hat I wa 

He begs the Favour of bis Friend 3 
His numerous Verſes to defend. n 
5 ö tho" bef, 

E LEG T XIV.  whatſc 
ed up f 


Whence to my Lines can your Affection groFt iuſtead 


EY) 

n happier Times you did my Numbers Praiſe, 
ath.Mnd now I'm wretched you my Glory raiſe. + 
welliſo all my Volumes you a Lover prove, 
rewſÞxcept the Three which teach the Art of Love. 
Then ſince you love the Pontick Poet's Strain, 
\mongft the Romans ſtill my Fame Maintain. 
he Poet, not his Books, are baniſh'd thence, _ 
or ſhould they ſuffer for the Bard's Offence, - 
he Father Bawih'd, yet the Son Survives, 

nd oft by the Paternal Ruin Thrives. 
„, Wy Verſes now are like Minerva Born, 

ithout a Mother, wretched and forlorn. 

„Do you l fend them, cruelly bereft | 
10w.Wt all Defence; they're to your Honour left. 
„ Pant by my Hand Three of my Volumes were, 
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hich who ſo Reads let him maturely weigh, 
hat Time and Place produc'd this rough Eſſay. 
e will Pardon me when he ſhall underſtand, 
hat I was baniſh'd in a Barbarous Land, 

nd will admire that in my adverſe Time, 

ith a ſad Hand I could draw forth a Line: 
Isfortunes have depriv'd me of my Strain, 

tho" before I ne'er had a Rich Vein. 

et whatſoe er it was, even now it lyes 

y'd up for want of any Exerciſe. 

ig kndFftc are no Books to feed me with Delight, 

n groFit inttead of Books the Bows do me affright. 


Here's 


he reſt defend with a propitious Care. k | 
nd Fifteen Books of varied Forms were torn 8 
canWrom my ſad Pile, and from my Funeral Urn, " 4 
(Prat Work my Muſe had near its Period brought, ty 
hen by Miſtake I my own Ruin ſought. 1 
: hich incorrected now the People Read, © Hi 
e. Works of mine can draw even Vulgar Heed. | ii 
ut let thefe Pages with their Brothers ſtand, ' N 
nt as a Preſent from a Foreign Land, \ 


Fr + 4. 8 
Here's none to whom T may my Lines rehearſe, 

That can both hear and underſtand my Verſe, . 
T have no Place where I may walk alone, 
But with the Getes ſhut up in Walls of Stone. 
Sometimes I ask for fuch a Place's Name, 

But there is none can Anſwer me again. | 
And when I fain would ſpeak, I muſt confels 
I want fit Words my Mind for to expreſs. 
The Seythian Language doth my Ear affright, 
So that the Getick Tongue J ſure could write; 
1 fear leſt you within this Book ſhould ſee, 
That Pontick Words with Latin mingled be. : 
Yet read it, and thereto a Pardon give, g's 


When thou conſidereſt in what State I live. 


BOO 


PUN YE Achilles 
| : The H. 


arſe 
re, 


Ce 


eſs 


Doth pleaſe his Sheep with piping on his Quill ; 


EF] 
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BOOK IV 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Ovid the Errors of his Book excuſes, 
And tells what Eaſe he met with from the Muſes; 


ELEQT-L 


F various Faults my erring Pages {hew, 
Reader impute thoſe Errors to my Woe. ' 
Careleſs of Fame, I only ſeek Relief, 

And Gentle Med'cines to aſſwage my Grief. 

The Lab'ring Slave, tho' bound w_— 

rong, 
Lightens his Toil and Irons wfth a Song. 
The Bargeman ſings, who with a bended Side 
Shoves the ſlow Boat againſt the oppoſing Tide. 
And he who tugs the ſpreading Oar with Pain, 
With Vocal Muſick charms the wat'ry Plain. 
The weary Shepherd fitting on a Hill, 
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And every Maid within the Countrey bred, 
Will fing while ſhe is drawing forth her Thread. 
Achilles being ſad for Briſeis Loſs, | 

The Hæmouian Harp did ſoften that ſame Croſs, 
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While Orpheus for his Wife much Grief did ſhew, Band fe 
With his ſweet Tunes the Woods and Stones he Efither 
| : | N ( drew, And m 
So did my Muſe Delight me as I went, Cince t 
And bore me Company in my Baniſhment. While 

She fear'd no Treachery, nor the Soldier's Hand, 
Nor yet the Wind, or Sea, or Barbarous Land. Irhan 1 
She knew what Error firſt my Ruin brought,  MKTheFlc 
And that there was no Wickedneſs in my Thought. Nor Aut 
And ſince from her my Fault did firſt proceed, Than a 
She is made guilty with me of that Deed. While! 


Yet ſtill the Fear of Harm me ſo affrights, Where 
I ſcarce dare touch the Muſes holy Rites ; As if I] 
But now a ſudden Fury doth me move, My Th 
And being hurt by Verſe, yet Verſe 1 love. Of blac 
Even as Ulyſſes took delight to Taſte Tho' I 
The Lot-tree, which did hurt him at the laſt, oe ſeei 
The Lover feels his Loſs, yet does delight \mong 
In it, and ſeeks to feed his Appetite. o whe 
So Books delight me, which did me confound, Wow #1 
Loving the Dart which gave me this ſame Wound, HM Wall: 
Perhaps this Study may a Fury ſeem, For in r 
And yet to many it hath uſeful been. And ne. 
It makes the Mind that it cannot retain Now in 
Her Grief in Sight, but doth forget the ſame, and wi 
As ſhe neer felt the Wound which Bacchus gave; When f 
But wildly on the Idean Hills did rave. 
So when a Sacred Fire my Breaſt doth warm, e take 
My higher Fancy doth all Sorrow ſcorn; and ſtra 
It feels no Baniſhment or Puntick Shore, 
Nor thinks the Gods are angry any more; Around 
And as if I ſhould drink dull Lethe's Water, ind as t 


hen Ir 
o ON ou 


hen C 


I have no Senſe of any Sorrow after. 
Needs muſt thoſe Goddeſſes then honour d be, 
Who from their Helicon did come with me. 


And 


Ve; 


And 


LS] 
And for to follow me they ſtill did pleaſe, 
Either by Foot, by Shipping, or by Seas. 
And may they gractous unto me abide, 
dince that the Gods are all on Cæſar's Side, 


| | ( more 
Than Fiſh in Seas, or Sands upon the Shore. 


Ur Autumns Apples, or the Snow that fell, 
Than all my Griefs, being toſſed too and fro, 
While I unto the Euxine Shore do go; 
Where come, I found no change of Miſery, 
As if IIl-fortune ſtill did follow me. 


Of black and diſmal Wooll this Thread is ſpun. 

Tho' I omit my Dangers and my Grief, 

ve ſeen ſuch Miſeries as are paſt Belief, 

\mong(t the Barbarous Getes how. can he live, 

o whom the People once fuch Praiſe did give? 

How grievous is it to be lock'd within | 

\ Walled Town, and yet ſcarce-ſafe therein? 

For in my Youth all War I did deteſt, 

And never handled Weapons but in Jeſt; 

Now in my Hands a Sword and Shield I bear, 

and with my Helmet preſs my Silver Hair. 

hen from on high the Watchmen gives the 
(Alarm, 

e take the Sign, and ſuddenly we Arm; 


Around our Walls with dreadful fierceneſs goes. 

and as the Wolves bear timerous Sheep away, 
hen in the Woods the Fleecy Ramblers ſtray, 

o on our Men the Foe Triumphant falls, 

hen Chance or Fortune leads beyond the Walls. 


5 H 2 Then 


While thoſe Griefs which they heap on me are 


The Flowers in Spring- time thou may*it ſooner tell, 


My Thread of Life in one Courſe here doth run, 


Ind firaight a Troop, with Poilon'd Shafts and 
( Bows, 
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Or elſe the Prifoners are with Arrows flain, 
*Tis in this Place I make my ſad Abode, 


Then Captives like their paſſive Necks do Chaim 


And ſpent with Cares grieve at Life's weary 


( Load, 


Tet to the Muſes I once more return, 
And will the Love of Sacred Numbers burn. 
Yet there is none to whom I may recite 


My Lines, or read the Verſes my Thoughts endite; 


But to myſelf alone I write and read, 

And my own Works to Praiſe or Blame proceed, 
Oft have I ſaid, why do vainly drudge, 

When none that's here can of my Labours judge? 
Oft when I write Tears trickle from my Face, 
And Briny Streams the blotted Lines deface, 
And then my Heart renews its Grief once more, 
Whilſt on my Breaſt I brackiſh Rivers pour. 

But when my former Joys appear in Thought, 
And Bliſs now paſt is to Remembrance brought, 
Of my own Iflue I the Murderer turn, 

And in Deſpair my Filial Numbers burn. 

Then ſince of Volumes theſe alone appear, 
Indulgent Reader be not too ſevere. 

And Rome, do thou take in the kindeft Part, 
Verſe ſad, like me, and heavy as my Smart. 
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. The ARGUMENT. 
0ad, Ovid Laments he cannot ſee 
Triumphs for Conquer d Germany. 

lite LBS 
ed. $4 

N O W haughty Germany to Ceſar bows, 
Ige? She kneels, and his Superior Fate allows. 


-, Now Palaces with Verdant Garlands ſhine, 
And ſmoaking Incenſe breathes an Air Divine. 
Ye, Now a White Bull is as a Victim ſlain, 
Whote Purple Streams the bluſhing Pavement 
( ſtain, 
ht, Now the Vidtorious Kings with Pomp prepare, 
To pay their Vows in promis'd Gifts and Prayers; 
And all the Youths who Cæſar's Fortune run, 
Pray that his Life be endleſs as the Sun; 
And Pious Livia for her Son reſtor d, 
Preſents the Gods, whoſe Favour ſhe implor'd; 
Matrons rejoice, and Maids of chaſte Deſires, 
Who guard in Velials, fane External Fires. 
he Senate's Joy blooms on each awful Face, 
he Knights are glad, mongſt whom I bore a 
( Place. 
heſe Publick Joys to me are hardly known, 
NXarce to the Pontick Shores by Rumour blown, 
ut on theſe Triumphs may the People look, 
ind read what Towns were by our Generals took, 
hilſt Captive Kings, to increaſe the pos 
o 
*tter'd and Bound in long Proceſſion go. : 
H 3 With 
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With Eyes dejected, from themſelves eſtrang d, 


And Looks which ſhew how much _ — 
l chang'd; 
Whilſt ſome deſire their various Names to know, 
One knowing little thus deſcribes the ShoWw. 
He who in yonder Purple Robe does ſhine, 
Chief of the War, did firſt in Arms combine. 
He whoſe ſad Eyes ſcarce from the * , 
| rear' 
Did Nobler look when he in Arms appear'd. 
That cruel Man, whoſe Eyes ſtill flame with Ire, 
By his Advice rais'd this unhappy Fire. 
He whoſe ſtreight Hairs his Ghaſtly Viſage hide, 
Did for ous Troops hid Ambuſcades provide. 
That Fellow kilPd the Captives which he took, 
And gaveHeavenVictims that they could not brook 
Thoſe Mountains, Caſtles, Rivers, _— yo 
| View 
To Purple changed, forſook their Native Hue, 
Here Druſus Purchas d firſt his ſhining Fame, 
Worthy the Illuſt rious Houſe from — hi 
came 


The Rhine with Humane Blood was cover'd or 


And no Green Recds Adorn his Sanguine Shore. 
With Hair diſhrevell'd, ſee Germania low, 
Bends at his Feet who ſtruck the fatal Blow. 
She to the Roman Ax her Neck does yield, 
Her Hands fat bound which once ſuſtainꝰd aShield 
High above all Imperial Cæſuar rides, guide: 
And thro' the Crowd: his Conquering Chari 


Thy Subjects by loud Shouts their Joys Procla im 


And ſcatter Flowers ſweet as thy verdant Faine. 
Thy Temples Circled with Eternal Bays, 
The Joyful Soldiers your great Actions praiſe, 


Whilſt your herce Horſes ſtop their bold Career, 


Difturb'd with Shouts, and all in Foam 1 
. ERA | [121 


L991 


Then to the Capitol's high Fane you go, 

And Sacred victims on the Gods beſtow. 
Abſent. theſe Actions Idiſtinctly view, 

The pleaſing Scene my Thoughtful Fancy drew. 
Thro' ſpacious Lands the Wanton Rambler (trays, 
And ſoars to Heaven by Imperious Ways. 

By Help of her Imperial Rome I view, 

Each Friend I ſee, and think the Viſion true. 

I ſee the Chariots which White Ivory Grace, 
And for a while enjoy my Native Place. 

Oh happy Romans, who behold this Light, 

And ſee their Captain with a vali Delight. 

But I, alas! to Foreign Shores confin'd, 

Can View theſe Triumphs only in my Mind. 
No Friend is near who may theſe Triumphs tell 
To me, who banith'd do in Pontus dwell. 

But he who late the Welcome Tidings bears, 
Shall ſee me diſſipate my Grief and Cares. 

No Sign of Sorrow on that Day Fl ſhow, 

But Publick Joy ſhall drown my Private Woe. 


— — TT 4 
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The ARGUMENT. ll 
Here Ovid does himſelf addreſs [ | 
To the Two Bears, the great and leſs, ; | 
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Y ET radiant Signs, who from the Ztherial Plain 
Sydonians Guide, and Greeks upon the Main. 
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Who from your Poles all Earthly Things explore, 
And never ſet beneath the Weſtern Shore. 
' Whoſe Lucid Orbs do glittering Beams diſplay, 
As bright and ſhining as the Milky Way. 
Look on proud Rome, whoſe Walls Fair Ilia's Son 
Leapt oer, which Fact the Brother's Feuds begun, 
With gentle Rays look on my Abſent Wife, 
And tell me if the leads a conſtant Life. (clear? 
What makes me doubt her Faith, approv'd, and 
What makes me tremble thus 'twixt Hope and 
Eelieve the Matron does in Truth excel, (Fear? 
Imagine as you with, and all is well. 
What from your Knowledge Gods and Stars con- 
By juſt Reflection to yourſelf reveal. ( ceal, 
Think as your Mind is fix'd upon the Fair, 
That ſtill ſhe loves you with reſembling Care; 
That in her Mind ſhe does her Husband view, 
And whilſt ſne lives will be tincere and true. 
Does gentle Sleep forſake your waking Breaſt ? 
When by our mutua] Woes my 'ffairs oppreſt. 
Does your fad Bed afford no kind Relief, 
And you Nocturnal Thoughts but {well yourGriet? 
Do Nights ſeem long whilſt Sorrows inward burn? 
And do you figh whilft reſtleſs oft you turn ? 
Theſe Pains I think ſhe feels, and heavier Woes, 
And by her Sorrow (he her Paſfion ſhews. - 
You grieve as much as did great Hedor's Wife, 
Seeing the wretched Hero robb'd of Life; 
And by Achilles dragg'd upon that Plain. 
Where by his Hand fell many a Grecian ſlain. 
Floating 'twixt various Doubts I fcarce can tell 
What Paſſions in my Mind I with to dwell. 
If you're concern'd I grieve, the cruel Cauſe 
That from your Eyes a Briny Fountain draws. 
But yet my Wife do you lament my Cares, 
And mourn thatGrief your Husband's — 
urn 


ourn 
Your T 
nd we 
hat by 
hen ir 
Your P. 
four tr. 
Whilt 1 
na lon 
ind hat 
hen I 
0 Ext 
retch 
nat I. 
'retch! 
r bluſ] 
here | 
n Ovid 
one ar 
ou ſw. 
incere : 
Ind Lc 
Dear w. 
ind you 
hen tl 
ament 
When C 
| = 
hen 
he bol 
und Ser: 
cauſe 
hen far 


Let not 


but bold 
hat Pi 


[81] 

ourn for my Fall, to mourn is ſome Relief, 
Your Tears do leſſen and aſſwage my Grief. 
ind would you could lament my Death, not Life, 
hat by my Death I might releaſe my Wife; 
hen in my Countrey I had dy'd, and dead, 
Your Pious Tears had on my Urn been ſned; 
four trembling Hand had clos'd my dying Eyes, 
whilſt they in vain look to'ards the Ætherial Skies, 
na lone Tomb my Aſhes had been ſpread, 
ind had been buried where I firſt was bred; 
hen I had dy'd without Remorſe or Shame, 
o Exile branded my unhappy Name. 
retched am I your Cheeks if Bluſhes tain, 
hat I am Baniſh'd to the Euxine Main. 
'retched am I if you your Love decline 
r bluſh that cruel Fate has made you mine. 

here is the Time in which you took a Pride 
n Ovid's Name, and to be Ovid's Bride? 
one are thoſe Hours when with a charming Look 
ou ſwore in being mine you Pleaſure took. 
incere and Chaſte you did in me delight, 
and Love increaft my Value in your Sight. 
? Drar was this baniſh'd Exile to you then, 
nd you preferred to all other Men. 

hen think It no Diſgrace to be my Wife, 
ament, but bluſh not at your Husband's Life. 
hen Capaneus his Death too raſhly ſought, 
Lad ne bluſh'd not at the Hero's Fault. 
hen Zzpiter did Fire with Fire ſuppreſs, 
he bold unhappy Boy was lov'd no leſs. 
ind Semele loſt not her Father's Love, 
cauſe ſhe periſh'd by her Sute to Fove. 

hen ſince I'm blaſted with theThunderer'sFlame, 
Let not your Bluſhes ſhew your inward Shame; 
but boldly your unhappy Spouſe defend, a 
ears. hat Pious Matrons may your Life commend, 
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82 J 
Approve your Virtue in my wretched State, 
Rough is the Path that leads to Glorious Fate, 
If Troy had ſtood who had great Hector known 
Our Virtue's moſt in our Misfortunes ſhown. 
Storms ſhew a Pilot when the Billows ſwell, 
We ſlight Apollo when the Patient's well. 
Virtues which lay in Proſperous Hours conceald 
Are by our Troubles and our Woes reveal d. 
My wretched State may raiſe your ſhining Fame 
And add freſh Beauties to your Vertuous Name. 
Then uſe your Time, for theſe unhappy Days 
Open a Way for your Eternal Praiſe. 


| The ARGUMENT. 


Here Ovid does himſelf addreſs 

To that Friend, one Friend he conſtant found, 
Whoſe Name by Signs he does expreſs : 
Who only ſmil'd when Fyrtune frown'd, 
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M Y Friend, tho you a Gentleman was Born, 
Yet by your Virtue you your Birth adorn. 
Your Father's Kindneſs ſparkles in your Mind, 
And yet that Mildneſs is with Courage join d. 
In you your Father's Eloquence doth d well, 
Whom in that Art no Roman did excel. 

Then ſince by Signs I only tell your Name, 
Your juſt Applauſes can't my Numbers blame. 
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What tho* I ſhould your noted Worth conceal 2 


Your riſing Virtues would your Name reveal. 
hope my Friendſhip in my Verſes ſhown 
Will hurt you not, tho' *tis to Ceſar known. 
His Temper's fo indulgent, and ſo mild, 
That he permits his Name to this exil'd. 

Nor can he now forbid me if he wou'd 

To uſe his Name, Ceſar's a Common Good. 
Immortal Jove allows the Poet's Fire, 

His Sacred Name their lofty Verſe Inſpire, 
This Caſe by Two Examples juſt I prove, 
By God-like Ceſar, and by Thundring Jove; 
But if tne Emperor takes this Letter ill, 

[1] bear the Blame ſubſervient to his Will. 
Nor by my Writing have I only err'd, 

But Face to Face have with my Friend conferr'd. 


Think not, my Friend, you ſhould the Envy bear, 


[promiſe to ſuſtain the impendent Care, 

And not to hide a known and certain Truth, 

lov'd your Father from my early Youth. 

And you ere conſcious he approv'd my Verſe, 

And did with Smiles my tuneful Thought rehearſe. 

Nor to your Worth do I Encomiums run, 

But only praiſe the Father to the Son. 

[fitter not, my Life defends my Fame, 

One only Action does my Conduct blame. 

put yet no Crime gave Being to my Fault, 

My wretched Fate was by Misfortunes wrought. 

Miſtakes and Errors brought me to this State, 

Oh then permit me to forget my Fate. 

My ſcarce-clos d Wounds do not too raſhly tear, 

Since Reſt itſelf can hardly heal my Cure. 

And to ſuffer Pm juſtly thought, 

There was no wicked Purpoſe in my Fault, 

Which Ceſar knowing, ſuffer'd me to live, 

Nor to another did my Fortune give. 1 
An 
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1 
And this ſame Baniſhment at length ſhall ceaſe, Rut me 
When Length of Time his Anger ſhall appeaſe. Eyhich 
Now tis my Prayer he would me hence remove, Ny Cos 
If this Requeſt does not immodeſt prove, Puch 
To ſome more eaſie Baniſhment, where free ay We 
From Wars I might no hoſtile Squadrons ſee. Tonvey 
And ſuch is Ceſar's Goodnels, that he'd grant 
To ask this Favour I ſo highly want. 

Now from the Exxine Shores on Wars I look, 
Which from the Poles their Appellation took. 
The Billows rage with a Tempeſtuous Wind, 
And Foreign Ships ſcarce a ſafe Harbour find. 
Around theſe Walls Blood- eating People live, 
Thus Sea and Land do equal Terrors give. Ovi 
Not far from hence Smoke Scythian Altars ſtaiwd h. 
With Strangers Blood, and horrid Rights profane 
Thoſe bloody Kingdoms once King Thoas had, 
Not envy'd nor deſir d, they were ſo bad. 

A Prieſteſs here Fair Iphigema ſtood, 

And to her Goddeſs offer d Humane Blood, 
Whether as ſoon as Mad Oreſtes came, Th 
Burnt and Conſum'd with an Internal Flame, jy whoſ 
And Faithful Phocexs, Partner of his Care, Lum 
Who ſhar'd his Friendſhip, and who ſhar'd hisWo my v 

(Care Thur 

To this ſad Altar they were bound, which ſtood Fith w 
Before high Brazen Gates, embru'd with Blood, 

Yet in themſelves no Fear of Death they found, Fad Ceſ; 
But each lamented for the other's Wound. teſt by 
The Maid with Sword in Hand fiood ready there, Nur Nat 
A Fillet binding her neglected Hair. ut well 
But when the Sacred Maid her Brother knew, 

She graſp'd the Hero cloſe the ſhould have ſlew. 

Burning with Joy, ſhe left the Guilty Place, 

And chang'd thoſe Rites the Goddeſs did Diſgrace, 
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ie, Fut me my Fate has to theſe Regions run, 


iſe. Irhich Gods and Men with equal Caution ſhun. 
ove, Ny Countrey ſtill conceive theſe Rites Divine, 


fluch a Countrey may be reckon'd mine. 
ay we thoſe Winds which bore Oreſtes hence 
> Monvey to Rome, when Pardon'd's my Offence. 
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, The ARGUMENT. 

. Ovid his Sorrow to bis Friend reveals, 

an Whoſe Name he purpoſely conezals, 

©"  EUELEUOTF 8 


) Fall my Friends, the deareſt and the beſt, 
The ſofteſt Refuge of my wounded Breaſt, 

j whoſe kind Words I felt my Soul return, 
5Lumps with Oil ſupply'd reviving burn, 

o my weak Bark a Port your Kindneſs gave, 
Thunder ſtruck, and torn by many a Wave. 
vith whoſe free Store my Wants had been 


(ſupply d, 
ad Ceſar's Anger my Eſtate deny*d. 
reft by Cares, and by my Grief forlorn, 
our Name was near from my Remembrance torn. 
t well you know whom theſe my Numbers 
( mean, 
nd with ycur Praiſe in bolder Strokes was ſeen : 
laſting Name would you contented give, 
nd in my Numbers you ſhould ever live. 


But 


—— — 
—— ʒ⁵ẽ’1— —ᷓ— — 


L 86 ] 
But that I fear my grateful Verſe ſhould prove 
Hurtful to you, and Noxious to our Love. 


he fi 
Ind y 


Then fince you're ſafe rejoice within your Mind Tin 
That I remember you were Juſt and Kind, nd, b 
And with your Friendſhip to aſſiſt me ſtrive, ime £ 
Till from Auguſtus happier Gates arrive. nd ſu 
Bear up this Head which none but he can ſave, Noples 
Who plung'd me firſt deep in the Stygian Waye Ind bu 


And which is rare, be conſtant to the End, ime v 
In every Office of a worthy Friend; old A 
So may your Fortune happily proceed, ime b 
That you no Help, but others thine, may need, Ncalme 
With Senſe and Virtue may your Wife be bleſt, Whus le 


And may no Strife diſturb your Nuptial Reſt, Nicept 
To you may your Relations tender prove, ice In 
And in their Kindneſs rival Caſtor's Love. Mice h 
May every Child poſſeſs your Face and Mind, It yet 
And in your Son may we the Father tind. Min 


Prolifick Children may your Daughters bear, Ius age 
And you the Name Great-grand-father wear. Id the 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Though length of Time docs great aſſwage, 
Tet Ovid's Sorrows higher rage; 
That tir'd with conſtant Noe and Care, 
His Life he can no longer bear, 
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IN Time the Ox endures the heavy Yoke, 
And to the Labours of the Plough is Nene 


1 


[ 37 } 
ve Ihe fierceſt Steeds in length of Time ſubmit, 
nd yield to the Curb, and champ the foamy Bit. 
Time the Iybian Lion calmer grows, 
1d, broke with Age, no dreadful Fierceneſs ſhows. 
ime gives freſh Beauties to the Purple Vine, 
nd {wells the generous Grape with fragrant Wine. 
oples in Time their fireaky Colours ſhew, 
nd buried Seeds do to a Harveſt grow. 
ime wears the.Plough-ſhare and thePlough away; 
old Adamant unknits, and Flints decay. 
ime by its Force hot Anger does appeaſe, 
calms our Griet, and does our Sorrows eaſe, 
left, Whus length of Time can every Thing impair, 
ft, Nicept the Load of my Eternal Care. _ 
ice I was Baniſh'd Corn has twice been ſown, 
wice has the Grap:s into the Preſs been thrown. 
d, it yet by Time I can no Patience gain, 
Mind mot freſhly does her Grief retain. 
r, Ius aged Oxen often thun the Yoak, 
ir. Ind the Horſe ſcorns the Bit that once was broke. 
ly preſent Grief is worſe than that before, 
d by Delay my Pain but ſmarts the more. 
liefs that are paſt ſeem light to thoſe we bear, 
hich better known ſwell with augmented Care. 
thdes, *tis ſomething when with vigorous 


(Strength 


e fight, cer tired with our Sorrow's length. 

ie Wreltler at the firſt is tough and ſtrong, 

t feeble grows when he has wreliled long. 

bler to fight the unwounded Fencer ſtands, + 
han he whoſe Blood has dy'd the Purpled Sands. 
new-built Ship repels the Billow's Power, 

hen lee-ky Barks fink in the ſmalleſt Shower. 

nd with more Patience I my Sorrows bore, 

et Time increaſt my Cares, and made em more. 


My 
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My bending Limbs grow faint, and I am ſure ora 
This Body will not long my Cares endure. 
No bluſhing Colour paints my Ghaſtly Face, Or t 
But Yellow Wrinkles do my Cheeks diſgrace, Gr t 
ByNight and Day myThoughts on Sorrows dw Or 8 
Neither my Body nor my Mind is well. Or C 
Far are my Friends from hence, Rome is not nen: wi 
Abſent's my Wife, of all che World moti dear, That 


Preſent aud abſent Cares perplex my Breaſt, For 1 


Seythians and Barbarous Getes diſturb my Reſt; ¶ Woo 
Perplext with Woes I hope but one Relief, 
Only that Death will eaſe my weighty Grief. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


The Poet's Sorrow here appears, 
That from his Friend he never bears, 
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WW Inter has Twice been follow'd by the Sui 
And Twice has Phebus thro' the Fiſhes ri 


In this long Time why did you never write, 71 
or yet ſome Lines to ſhew your Love endit?; W 


Of every Letter when I broke the Seal, Now 
I hop'd the Paper would your Name reveal. I And ſc 
Oft I expected Letters ſent from you, Now I 
But to my Grief as yet I none could view. And u 


I ſooner will believe Meduſa's Head No Ca 
Turn'd Men to Stone, and ſtruck the Living D At Eai 


* 
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ſure or Seylla, or Chimera s monſtruous Frame, 
Lion and Serpent parted by a Flame. 

Or that the Minotaur hath ever been, 

Or that the Ghoſts a Cerberus have ſeen. 

Or Sphynx, or Harpies, that had Serpents Feet, 
Or Centaurs, as the Southern Whirlwinds Fleet. 
I will believe theſe Things may ſooner be, 
Than you are chang'd, or have forgotten me. 
For many Mountains now *"twixt you and I, 
Woods, Fields, and Sands, and Mighty Oceans lye. 
A Thouſand Things your Letters may prevent 
Coming to me, tho they were duly ſent. | 
Write often, and theſe Obſtacles remove, 

And by your Diligence the Kindneſs prove. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Ovid laments that he is ſent 
In his Old Age to Baniſhment, 


« Gy ELEGTF VIE 

hes ru | 

te, / Hite as the Snow my Silver Temples are, 
dite: And hoary Age colours my Sable Hair. 


Now Age and Weakneſs hurry on amain, 
al. ¶ And ſcarce my trembling Legs my Weight ſuſtain, 
Now I ſhould all my former Labours end, 

. And without Fear my Life in Quiet ſpend. 
No Cares ſhould now diſturb my Quiet Breaſt, 
g Dq At Eaſe I now ſhould in my Study reſt. 


* Now 
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Now to the Gods I ſhould devoutly bow, 
And my Paternal Lands at leiſure plow. 
Secure I ſhould in my Wife's Boſom lye, 

And in my Native Air grow old, and die. 

In ſuch a Manner once I thought to have ſpent 
My hoary Years with Life's laft Scene content, 
The Gods were not ſo pleas d, for I am toſt 
On Pontick Sands, and in Sarmatia loſt. 

The ſhatter'd Veſſels oazy Beds contain, 
Broke by the Billows of the Angry Main. 


The generous Steed, whick once to ſwift could run, 


Batter'd with Age, we to the Meadows turn. 

The Soldier. who no more his Arms can wear, 
Hangs up the Shield he did with Honour bear. 

So fince by Time my weakned Limbs decreaſe, 

Age ſhould this Exile of his Toils releaſe. 

Theſe are no Hours in Foreign Lands to ſtay, 

Nor at a Gettick Spring to waſte the Day. 

In Rome, or in my Gardens ever Green, 


I now ſhould live, pleas'd with the Alternate Scene. 


And thus not knowing what the Heavenly Powers 


Decreed, I thought to have ſpent my lateſt Hours. 
The Fate's withſtood, tho' they at firſt did blets, | 


My Youth I wanted, in the End Succeſs. 
Now Fifty Years were ended without Stain, 
The Dregs of Life gave me the greateli Pain. 
Near to the Point at which my Labours aim'd, 
My lateſt Hours my former Life defam'd. 
Juſt at the Goal my Chariot Wheels were broke, 
And there my Life receiv'd its fatal ſtroke. 
Hard Caſe my Errors have Incens'd his Ire, 
Whoſe peaceful Breaſt turns with a gentle Fire. 
Tho' to my Faults he did not Pardon give, 
Yet he permitted this loft Wretch to live. 
But I muſt live contiguous to the Pole, 
Where on the Beach the Euxine Billows dent 
This 


Y 


This 


From thence I may extend my furious Hands. 
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This had I learnt from wiſe Apollo's ſhrine, 
I ſhould have thought the Story not Divine. 
Not Rocks or Adamant are halt ſo ſtrong, 
As is the Fire which does to Fer belong. 
What can reſiſt, or is remov'd above, 
The fierce Reſentments of Almighty Jove. 
Part of my Grief proceeded from my Fault, 
But Ceſar's Ire my utter Ruin brought. 
Learn by my Fate, nor dare to be odds 
With him who equals the Immortal Gods. 


The ARGUME NT. 


The Author Pardons one who did him Wrong, 
So in his Anger be perſiſts not long, 
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Ilnce you defire it T1] conceal your Name, 

And drown in Lethe your polluted Fame. 
For on your Crimes your Sorrow ſhall atone, 
So you ſincerely grieve for what you've done. 
But if hot Anger ſtill your Boſom warms, 
Know my unhappy Grief muſt take up Arms. 
Tho' I am baniſh'd to remoteſt Lands, 


Exile's the only Puniſhment I bear, 
The Law is free and open as the Air. 
If Cæſar lives J may to Rome return, 
The Oak looks Green which Lightning once did 
burn. 
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Tf Pow'r I wanted to Revenge my Harms, 
For me the Muſes would appear in Arms. 
What tho' I breathe beneath the Scythian Sky, 
And look on Heavenly Signs for ever dry ? 
Yet thro' vaſi Tracts my laſting Praiſe {hall go, 
And all the World ſhall my ill Uſage know. 
What in the Veſt I ſpeak, the Eaſt ſhall hear, 
And Eaſtern Realms ſhall in my Cauſe appear. 
My Wrongs ſhall be beyond vaſt Oceans known, 
By pitying Winds to diſtant Regions blown; 


Nor ſhall theſe Times alone your Actions blame, 


Succeeding Ages ſhall Record your Shame. 
I'm fond of Battle, tho' I've hid the Cauſe, 


Which this my Mind from its calm Temper draws, 


The Baiting Oar the Bull yet thireatning ſtands, 
And with a Spurning Hoof caſts up the Sands. 
But here my Muſe reſtrain your equal Flame, 


Whilſt he who wrong'd me may conceal his Name. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Soft moving Numbers here relate 

Ovid's proceeding Life and Fate. 

He ſhows his Birth, and does Rehearſe 
The Charms that made him fond of Verſe, 
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MY tuneful Lines Poſterity approve, 
And praiſe the Bard who gave you _ to 
ove. 
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Wir tender Youth by fond Paternal Care, 
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it Sulmo firſt, where getid Fountains fall, 
breath'd Thrice Thirty Miles from Rome's proud 
pon a Signal Day, remembred well, (Wall. 
hen ſlain in Battle both the Confuls fell, 
om Fortune's Smiles no Wealth or Pow'r I draw; 
eir to my Grand- father I was by Law. 

y Elder Brother ſaw the riſing Morn, 

| one revolving Year e er I was Born, 

nd for our Births, on one Auſpicious Day 
ur Parents to the Gods did Offerings pay. 
nd of Five Feaſts I have to Pallas made, 

his is the firſt that Grief did here invade. 


arnt all the Arts our early Years could bear. 
Eloquence my Brother did delight, 
ble to bear the Laws Contentious Fight; 
t I, inflam'd with Love of Verſe Divine, 
d Adoration to the Muſes Shrine. - 
rain my Father would my Madneſs Cure, 
rming Homer wretched dy'd, and poor. 
5d with his Words I left the Aonian well, 
d firaight to writing Proſe ſubmiſſive fell; 
tthen my Lines would into Numbers run, 
id Verſes ended Works in Proſe begun. | 
wcircling Hours tocircling Hours gave Place, 
hen Purple Robes did both our Shoulders Grace. 
Twenty Years of Age Death's ſhady Coak 
Brother ſaw, and half myſelf I loft. 
r carly Studies Honour did invade, 
d of Three Magiſtrates a Part I made, 
Je Senatorial Gown oblig'd to wear, 
anted Strength the Honour d Charge to bear. 
Mind nor Body could no Pains abide, 
tin 1 ſhunn'd Ambitious, Reſtleſs, Pride, 


e Aonian Siſters bid me ſeek my Eaſe 


d my diverted Mind with Study pleaſe. 
Fond 
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the Bard, and each Immortal Line, 
I non che Poet and his Works Divine, 
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recite my Works I did begin. one w 

— my Fickious Ladies Name, t Piſa' 
1 gave to both of us Immortal Fame. 1 ith Ol 
Much did I write, but Lines which fond Deir hen C 
.Seem'd to provoke I threw into the Fire. d Tom 


everal Poems, too much charg'd with W. need n. 

_— —— I muſt to Exile go. hich is 

A light Occaſion would create my Smart, - or will 
And Love could pierce me with the blunteſt Daiſſom tre: 
But tho with Eaſe the God my Heart could mogfie yet n 
Yet no lewd Crime lay hidden in my Love. Heli d id 
Now yet a Boy I prov'd a Nuptial Life, - gettin, 
Curſt with the Charge of an Expenſive Wife. fy Aged 


t, tho free from any Guilty Stain, Perils 1 
Dil but a while within my Bed remain. "7 Star 
My laſt, the Prop of my declining Life, ro vart 


Kindly can bear to be an Exile's Wife. tlength 
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My Second Daughter Twice a Bride was led, I 

s many Children bleſt her Genial Bed. | 

Elder by me than Two and Thirty Years, 

o more in Life my Aged Sire appears. 

y Tears for him admitted no Relief, 

and my dead Mother ſoon increaſt my Grief. 

Happy and Timely to the Grave they went; 
fore they ſaw my cruel Baniſhment ; 

nd I am happy fince they ne'er did know 

me occaſion'd either Grief or Woe. 

our thin Shades eſcape the Funeral Flame, 

nd after Death we live beſides in Fame. 

you, my Father, hear this ſad Report, 

That I am Baniſh'd in the Stygian Court, 

now, Sacred Ghoſt, thou dear Paternal Shade, 

hat Errors only my Misfortune made. 


Bed. 


 bloWhis to the Dead to you I now return, 
n. Mho with Deſire to learn my Actions, burn. 
ul Chow hoary Hairs were o'er my Temples ſpread, 


one were the Sable Curls which grac'd my Head. 
t Piſa's Race, the Horſemen molt Renown'd, 
ith Olive-Branches has been Ten- times Crown'd. 
hen Cæſar's Ire commands me to explore 
d Tomas, and the Cruel Pontick Shore, 
need not tell the Occafton of my Fall, 
Which is already too well known to all. 

| or will I ſhow the Wounds I did receive 
ſt DatYrom treacherous Friends, which more than Exile 
Id mofit yet my Mind, invincible by Care, ( grieve. 
ve. ell did the Burthen of my Sorrows bear. 

_ Frgetting now the Eaſe which once I found, 
Vife. Wy Aged Waſte in ſhining Arms I bound. 
, Perils more by Sea and Land Pve been, 
han Stars between the ſhining Poles are ſeen. 
iro? various Ills, and dreadful Errors toſt, 
tlength I landed on the Gettick Coal, 


Tho? 
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Tho' claſhing Arms did round about me rage, 
Yet by my Cares I did my Verſe aſſwage. 
Tho' none are here that can Applauſes give, 
Yet in this Manner I the Hours deceive. 
Now that the Day not tedious ſeems, and ſlow 
This Gift on me the Muſes Smiles beſtow. 
From 1ſher's Banks you do this Exile bring, LE 
And place me near the Heliconian Spring. 
Even whilſt I live you raiſe my ſhining Name, 
And after Death ſhall give me laſting Fame. 
Envy which does at Actions great repine, 
Never yet carp'd at any Works of mine, 
Tho' ſeveral Bards have flouriſh'd in this Age, 
With equal Praiſe I always trod the Stage. EO 
Of others nothing Infamous ſaid, 
And I was always with Indulgence read. 
If with Prophetick Truths the Gods Inſpire 
A Poet's Breaſt, I (hall ſurvive the Fire. 
I thank my Readers for Immortal Fame, 
Whoſe Kindneſs will Eternalize my Name, 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Ovid addreſſes to his Friend, 
To whom he does this Book commend, 


ELEGY I. 


| 6 
His Bookarriving from the Pont ick Shore, 
Add, my dear Friend, unto the other 
(Four. 
This much reſembles the ſad, Author's 
Heavy and dull as his malicious Fate. (State, 
My Numbers well agreeing with my Care, 
No happy Marks of Joy or Pleaſure bear. 
Eaſie I once did wanton Numbers chute, 


Now I repent the Lightnets of my Muſe. 


Soon as I fell I did myſelf proclaim 

The unhappy Caule of my difatir:us Fame. 
So on the Silver Stream when Death is nigh. 
The Mournful Swan ſigns its own Elegy. 

So caſt forelorn on tne Sarmatiek Shore, 

My own fad Funeral I here deplore. 

It any wanton Verſe to read incline, 

Far let them fly from any ſuch of mine. 


1 Gallus 
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What Blades of Graſs ſpring up in Mars 
So many Pains in Exile I endure, 

Of which the Muſes only are the Cure. 
If you demand when my ſad Verſes end, 
I ſay when happier Times my Fate attend. 

My Grief theſe Plaints from a ſad Spring affords, 
They are not mine, but my Misfortune*'s Words. 
If me my Wife and Countrey you reſtore, 

T ſhall be pleaſant as I was before. 

If Ceſar's Ire by Time more gentle be, 

I'll write you Verſes Gay, and worthy me. 

Yet Pll take Care I'm not by Writing brought 
To Jeſt myſelf into my former Fault. 

I'll ſing what ſhall by Ceſar be approv'd, 

If from the Gettick Shore Pm remov'd. 

Till then my Grief my conſtant Theme ſhall be, 
My Lire with Funerals does well agree. 

But you may ſay, 'twas better to conceal 

Your Cares thau thus in Publick them reveal. 
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Gallut and ſoft Fropertiur let them read, 
Whoſe blooming Names are from Oblivion freed, 
And . in their Number would I might not fall, 
Woe's me! Lever writ of Love at all. 

But now to Scytbia fora Puniſhment, 

He who once ſung the Quiver'd God, is ſent. 
Yet ſtill my Friends,pleaſed with my tuneful Lite, 
Neither forget the Poet, nor his Fire. 

If why I ſing ſo much of Grief you'd know, 
Aſcribe the Cauſe to my continu'd Woe. 
Numbers now are void of Wit and Art, 
Wit my Sorrows now ſupply'd the Part. 

My numerous Cares beyond Expreſſion ſwell, 
The Man's half happy who his Cares can tel 
What Shrubs the Woods, what 'Sands the Seas 
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Tormented, you forbid me to complain, ; 
And chide my Groans, altho' I'm rack'd with Pain. 
In the Braſs Bull, fram'd with Malicious Skill, 
The Wretch condemn'd had Leave to groan his fill. 
Pelides blam'd not Priam's ſad Deſpair, 

You'd have me unconcern*d, my Sorrows bear. 
When Dian Niobe did Childleſs leave, 

She ſtill indulg'd the Wretch the Power to grieve. 
Venting our Sorrows, we divert our Pain, 

This Progne makes Eternally complain. 

This made Peantizs (till at Lemnos groan, 
Peircing the Rocks with his ne*er-cealing Moan. 
They hurt themſelves that do their Cares conceal, 
Care gathers Strength till we our Griefs reveal. 
Indulge my Woe, or read not what I write, 


My Verſe diſpleaſing you gives me Delight. 


To none my Verſes can Occafion pain, 

My Numbers only have their Author ſlain. 

You think my Lines unpleaſant, fo do I, 

Then unregarded throw my Pages by. 

But own at leaſt that my neglected Muſe 

Is more polite than theſe ſad Coaſts I uſe. 
Amongſt her Poets Rome ſhould not compare, 
One who now breathes in the Sarmatian Air. 
I've no Ambition for a Glorious Name, 
Careleſs of what moſt Wings the Fancy Fame. 
I wou'd not have my Mind conſum'd with Care, 
Cares will break in, tho' they forbidden are. 
This makes me write, the Reaſon why I ſend 
My Books to Rome, is to diſcourſe my Friend. 


RK 2 The 


L 100 1 


| Wha 
| | Wh 
The ARGUMENT. Wha 
The Author bids his Wife not fear, J Wha 
Cæſar his Caſe will gently hear, m 
And at her Inſtance be content, The | 
Jo grant him eaſier Baniſhment. - ry 
ELEQT n. Iwber 
IGuilt 
W HY on Receipt of Letters are you pale? IConv. 
Why does your Hands to break them oo The ( 
(Fail? 
Fear not, Pm well, my Body which too long Has be 
Shrunk under Pain, is now robuſt and ſtrong; Why « 
And vex'd with Cares, ſuſtains the Burthen (till = 
at 


Of Woes, not yet at Leiſure to be ill. 


But yet my Mind no farther Strength obtains. 
The ſame my Griefs are, and the fame my Pains. 
| Thoſe Wounds I thought Time would ſo firmly 
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From them I ſtill freſh Pains and Torment feel. b 
Time 1 confeſs may cure no mighty Woe, 

But Pains ſevere by Time will greater grow. 
Pæantius Ten whole Years the Womb did feed, 
Which from a poyſor'd Snake did firſt proceed. 
May Part then of my Grief his Ire appeaſe, 

May he take Drops from the o'erflowing Seas. 
Tho? he ſhall eaſe me much, much ſhall remain 


Of Woe, a Part will be like all my Pain. ind ſlo 
What painted Shells are gather'd on the Sands, Fc im 
What bluſhing Roſes bloom in fertile Lands. i 


What 
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what numerous Grains are from the Poppey boꝛn, 
Whoſe Purple Leaves mix with Autumnal Corn; 


What Leaves the Woods, what Fiſh the Waters 
| ( bear, 


I What Birds with nimble Pinions cut the Air. 


So many are my Griefs, and I as well 
The Drops of the Icarian Sea may tell. 
hide my Dangers both by Sea and Land, 


and how my Life was ſcught by every Hand. 
Now in a Barbarous World I breathe the Air, 

I Where cruel Foes for Blood and War prepare. 

Guiltleſs of Blood, I far from hence ſhould be 


What 


Inas been to me a mild and gentle Foe. 


Irhe guiltieſt Hands the Altars never ſhun, 


Convey'd, if kindly you regarded me. 


Irhe God by whom Rome's Power ſo great does 
| | ( grow, 


Why doubt you then, go for my Pardon ſue, 
Ceſar will be moſt flexible to you. 5 
What ſhould 1 do ſhould you your Spouſe forfake, 
And from my Load your weary Shoulders take. 
afcty or Comfort whence ſhall I provide, 

vince my torn Bark does at no Anchor ride, 

To eaſe my Cares I'1] to the Altar run, 


abſent to abſent Powers I'll humbly ſue, 
It I may ſpeak my Mind, Dread Jove, to you. 
mperial Chief, by whoſe indulgent Sway, 

ime*s Safety does, and gloriouſly obey, | 

he prudent Notions of your Godlike Mind 
are vaſt, and, like your Empire, unconfin d. 
o dwell on Earth that Heaven may you deſire, 
ind flowly to your promiſed Stars retire. 
pare me great Power, and break the threatned 


| blow, 
lnough of Puniſhment I {till ſhall know, ; 1 5 
K 3 Mild 
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Mild is your Ire, which ſuffers me to live, 
Aud kindly docs the City's Freedom give. 


You ſpar'd my Wealth, nor ſeiz'd my Goods at all, 


Nor does your Edicts me an Exile call. 

All which I f:ard from him I did Incenſe, 
Your Wrath was eaſier much than my Offence. 
To lend me to Sarmatia you did pleafe, 


Whillt my Bark fail'd quite thro' the Pontzck Seas. | 
_ Touching thoſe Shores where Sable Billows roul, | 


Jlended cloſe under the Artick Pole. 
I'm not more vex'd here with the Eternal colds, 
Nor with the Froft, which ill its Empire holds, 


N:'r to the Getiick, that our Tongue gives Place, | 
JI Tyi 


And Grecian Monuments the Getes deface. 

As that fierce War encircles me around, 
Safety behind theſe Walls is ſcarcely found. 
Peace is not ſure, and truſting were betray d, 
In Solemn Leagues we are of Arms afraid. 

So I remove, may me Charibdis take, 

And ſend my Ghoſt down to the Stygian Lake. 
In EÆtna's ſcorching Flames I'll burn with Eaſe, 
Or drowning fink in the Leucadian Seas. 

Still to be wretched I mult not refule, 

But yet an eaſier Baniſhment Fd chuſc. 
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tn The ARGUMENT. 
Ce. The Poet begs the God of Wine 

| Would Cæſar ta his Vows encline. 
Seas. | 
— E L EGT Ni. 
ds, | 8 


holds. BAcchus, if I remember well this Day, 
ace, | To thee the Poets their Oblations pay. | 
Tying ſweet Garlands round their Heads Dlvine, 
In Charming Verſe they ſound the Praiſe of Wine. 
Mongſt whom, whiltt ſuffer d by Invidious Fate, 
J, I Sung, nor did you then this Exile hate. 
Now in Sarmatia to the Getes too near, 
live ſubjected to the Northern Bear. 
ake. I who till led a Life exempt from-Pains,, _ 
aſc, ¶ Pleas' d with the Muſes, and their charming Strains, 
Now Gettick Weapons hold in either Hand, 
Much having ſufter'd both by Sea and Land. 
Whether that Fate decreed me thus forlorn, | 
Or the ſad Siſters frown'd when I was born; | 
To him yeu ſhould have brought your * 
| | id, 
who to your Joy Adoration paid. | 
Or can no God alter the firm Decree, | 
Which once the Siſters have reſolv'd ſhould be? 
Jou by your Merit now art plac'd on high, 
Your Labour's paſt, you tread the Etherial Sky. 
I Nor could your Native Soil contine your Fame, 
You to the Getes and Snowy Strymon came. 
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To Perfir and the Ganges wandring Bank, 


And to the Streams which Sun-burnt Indians drink, 


The Parce, who the Lots of Mortals ſpin, 


To you Twice Born, Twice this Decree did ling. 


If I my Caſe may with the Gods compare, 
As hard a Lot the Fates for me prepare; 


And I with him into like Ruin fell. 


Whom Fove for boafiing did from Thebes expel. 
Conſcious your Poet was with Thunder ſtruck, 
On him your Godhead might have Pity took. 
Remember Semile, whoſe haughty Pride 

Too high aſpired, and who in Thunder dy'd. 
You might have ſaid, viewing your Poets, thus, 


One Bard I want, which ſtill much honour'd us. | 


Help me fovr's Son, ſo may the fruitful Vine 


Load the tall Elm, and ſwell with fragrant Wine. | 
So may the Satyrs with ſweet Chaplets crown'd, 


In wild diſtracted Routs thy Praiſes ſound. 
So may Hycurgus Bones be hardly preſi, 


And Pentheus Ghoſt from Torments never reſt. 


So may thy driadnes Luſtre far 
Exceed the Beauty of the brighteſt Star. 
Come and aſſiſt me in this fad Eitate, 


Remember I your Poet was of late. 


The Gods are Friends, projitious Power encline 


| Ceſar to Pity this loſt State of mine. 


Your Pious Bards for me Afſiſtance ask, 
And pray for me o'er each Religious Flask. 
Let one of you when Ovid's Name he hears, 


Set down his Gl:fs and mix his Wine with 
: (Tears, 


Perchance he'll ſay, viewing the Table round, 


Where's now unhappy Naſo to be found? 


So let him tay, if my indulgent Mind 
Was Gill to praiſe another's Verſe enclind. 
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if 1 efteem the Writings of the Dead, 


ind am myſelf with equal Pleaſure read; 
It with Apollo's Favour you would Frame, 


Jour Verſe preſerve, amongſt you till my Name. 


— — — 


The ARGUMENT. 


To Rome this Mourning Letter bears 
The Author's ſad Complaint and Cares, 
And praiſes much his Generous Friend, 
Sincere and Conſtant to the End, 


ELEGY w. 


Ovid's Letter, from the Euxine Land | 
Am here arriv'd, fatigu'd by Sea and Land ; 


who weeping ſaid, go you and viſit Rome, 
our State is better than my Fatal Doom. 
b weeping he writ, this Seal the Paper bears, 
line 


Not with his Mouth was moiſten'd, but his 
„% (Tears. 

f any ask the Occaſion of my Woe, 
The Author withes I the Cauſe ſhould ſhow. 
No Leaves the Woods, no Graſs adorns the Fields, 
And Iſther froze a hoary Proſpect yields. 
duch fond Inquirers may demand as well, 
And I the Cauſe as eaſily could tell. 
Why Phylectetet, bitten by a Snake, 
Mourn'd, or why Priam griev'd for Hector's Sake. 
Oh that the Author was in ſuch a State, 
He'd no Occaſion to lament his Fate. 

| Yet 
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Yet as he ought he bears his cruel Pain, Defe 


Nor like a Colt reſiſts the Bit in. Vain. 

He hopes that Cæſar's Ire may ceaſe by Time, 

Knowing that Errors only caus d his Crime. 

With you he Ceſar's Goodneſs calls to Mind. 

Which by his own Example great he finds. 

Guilty he keeps his Wealth, and Qill does Live 

A Citizen, all this does Ceſar give. 

But you IT always in my Mind do bear, 

And you, of all Things, are to me moſt dear. 

You are his Pylades, his Patroclus too, 

The ſeus and Nilus both he finds in you. 

Nor does the Exile more defire to view 

His Native Countrey then to viſit you, 

And ſee your Face, as fragrant Honey ſweet, 

Which Attick Bees on Hybla's Roſes get. 

His happy Hours he to his Mind does call, ; 

And grieves that Death did not prevent his Fall. 

When ſome forc'd Spirits ſhunn'd my catching; 

( Woe, 

Nor durſt near my Contagious Threſhold go; 

You ſtill remain'd, and others unappall'd, 

If Two or Three are rightly other's call'Cd My! 

O'erwhelm'd with Woe; yet I could well per- Sacr: 
| > ( ceive, Y Mad 

At my ſad State you did ſincerely grieve, Nov 

He does your Sighs, and dying Accents tell, J Whi 

And how your Eyes with Briny Tears did ſwell. Nov 

The Memory of which he ſays ſhall ne'er be loſt, And 


IIask 


Whether he lives, or ſees the Stygian Coaſt. IAV. 


By his own Head, by which he us'd to (wear, I And 
By yours to him, which as his own is dear. Boy 
To ſo much Goodneſs he'll be grateful found, I And 
Nor ſhall your Kindneſs Plough a Barren Ground. I wi 


Defend: 


IIask what he demands not for himſelf. 
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Defend a baniſh'd Man, his Fame and Wealth, 


The ARGUMENT. 


Ovid does celebrate the Welcome Day 

On which his Wife firſt ſaw the rifing Morn, 
And to the Gods does moſt devoutly pray, 

That to a lucky Fate ſhe may be Born, 


ELEGT v. 


J f 
; T HE circling Day on which my Wife was Born, 


Bleſſes the Year with this Auſpicious Morn. 


The Honour due to this returning Light, 


{I My Love exacts, and each Religious Rite. 


efend 


J Sacred a Day thus Old Laertes Son, 

IJ Made to his Wife as through the World he run. 
Nov let my Tongue forget its former Woe, 
Which now Perchance may briskerLanguage know. 
Nou let my Shoulders White Apparel bear, 
And Cloaths, unlike the Author's Fortune, wear. 
A Verdant Altar ſhall of Turf be made, 

And Flow'ry Garlands ſhall around be laid. 


Boy bring me Incenſe to pertume this Shrine, 


| And in the lazy Flames throw hifling Wine. 


I with this Morning ſtill may haſten here, 
Proſperous and Gay, and unlike mine appear. 


It 
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If Fate Malignant hovers o'er my Wife, Joorrc 
III bear her IIls, and lead the unhappieſt Life. JAtter 
And let my Veſſel, torn by many a blaſt, et“ 
Now Sail ſerenely through the Seas at laſt. And 


May in her Houſe and Daughter ſhe delight, Had, 


| It is enough I want that wiſh'd-for Sight, enele 
| Tho in her Husband the unhappy be, Evad 
i | Let her in other Things from Care be free ; Had 


May ſhe live ſtill, and Love her abſent Spouſe, If Pe 
And ſpend in Eaſe the Hours which Fate allows, Marr 
| But Oh, I fear that my unlucky Fate f 
May bring Infection to her quiet State. | 

9 Nothing is ſure, who'd think a Bard whom fand 


| : ( Sulmo bore, | If Ga 
& Should keep this Feaſt upon the Pontick Shore 2 fou 
See how the Smoak in Azure Clouds aſcends, YJWhea 


Clouds have their Senſe, which theſe their Moti- Jbut 1; 
U | (ons ſhow, 
it What they foretel I don't pretend to know. 
When thoſe Two Brothers at the Altar ſtood, J— 
Who ſhed with cruel Hands each other's Blood, 
In Two black Clouds the mounting Flames did 


1 
| And to'ards the Italian Shore it Journey bends. Jndul 
ö 


(riſe, } 

As if commanded fo to reach the Skies. | 
Thus Sage Chalimachus the Story told, ED 0. 
Which once I Fictious thought, and m— _ 1 --Z 

| Old. 
Now I believe, ſince theſe wiſe Clouds prepare, 
To make a Voyage to'ards the Auſonian Air. 

Had not this Day bluſh'd in the riſing Eaſt, | 
I never more had Celebrated Feat. BY O 
This happy Day to Virtues great gave Birth, 1 
As ever ſhin'd upon the Fertile Earth. Forge! 
A conſtant Faith and Chaſtity was born J'our | 


With her, but yet my Wife is moſt forelorn. 
Sorrow 
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Sorrow and Cares, and an unequal Fate, 


Jattends her Life, and a ſad Widow's State. 


et Virtues by Adverſity are try'd. 
And merit Fame when they the Teſt abide. 


Had not Vlyſſes ſeen ſad Cloudy Days, 
Penelope had loſt Eternal Praiſe, 


I Evadne ſtill to Fame had been unknown, 
Had not her Lord at Thebes been overthrown. 


JOf Peliz's Daughters one is prais'd by Fame, 
IMarrying a wretched Spouſe ſhe got a Name. 


JHad not her Lord firſt touch'd the Trojan Shore 
of Laodamia we had heard no more. 


o 


rrow 


Jand your Affection had been ſtill unknown, 


If Gales ſevere had on my Veſſel blown. 


JYou Gods and Ceſar, who to you ſhall go, 
When he has liv'd out Neſfor's Years below, 

Indulge not me who but juſt Pains receive, 
ut ſpare my Wife who does unjuſtly grieve. 


tn 


— 
- 


The ARGUMENT. 


Ovid implores his Faithful Friend, 


Ve 10 Deſert him to the End. ” 


ELEGT VL 


Y Ou that was once the Hope of my Affairs, 

The Refuge and the Haven of my Cares, 
forget not now your Friend in his Diſtreſs, 
lour Pious Love by your Concern expreſs, 


You 
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You ſhould have bore no Portion of my Grief, JOr 
Or ſhould perſiſt in a ſincere Relief. Jan 

My Palinurus in the raging Sea duc 
Deſerts my Bark, do not abandon me. 
Automedon from Battle never flew, 

Nor from the Field Pelides Steeds withdrew. 
The Sick Podolius undertook he ſtill 
To cure, perſiſted with unwearied Skill. 
Better not entertain than leave a Gueſt, 
Upon your Altar let me firmly reſt, 
At firſt you only thought to help your Friend, 
Me and your Judgment both do you defend. 
If no new Fault of no Offence of mine, 
Changes that long and conſtant Faith of mine. 
The Breath which I in Scythis fetch'd ſo flow, + 
I wiſh may firſt out of my Body go, 
E'er any Fault of mine your Anger move, | 

Or that I-ſeem unworthy of your Love. of 

So much I am not by hard Fate oppreſt, x 

That length of Sorrow ſhould diſtract my Breaf,! 
But ſay I'm mov'd, e en Agamemnon's Son, 
Againſt his Friend did into Paſſions run. 


Tis true, Oreſtes often ſtruck the Youth, Rot 
Yet he perſiſted in his conſtant Truth. T W 
In this the Wretched with the Great compare, {you 
Both muſt be flatter'd with Officious Care. oy 

oudt 


We give the Way both to the Blind, and thoſe | 


Who draw Reſpect from their Embroider'd 
CloathsPt Lif 


Indulge my Fortune, tho' you ſpare not me, o be r 
Now with your Friend you muſt not angry be. 1 ſuck 
you*r 


The leaſt of Sorrows which my Breaſt ſuſtains, 
Exceeds the Grief of which my Friend complaint ſe 
As Ditches cover'd by ſubmiſſive Reed, ectan., 
Or as the Bees which do on Hybla feed. he Exe 


01 


5 
rief. Lor like the Grains which by the Ants are found, 
And carry d by ſmall Channels under Ground. 


Such numerous Troops of Sorrows round me 
1 : | ( preſs, 
JThat my Complaints can't be in Reaſon leſs. 

who's not content therewith, may vainly pour 


%  Hinsin the Seca, or ſirew with Sand the Shore. 
Therefore my Friend, your ill-tim'd Rage appeaſe, + 
Nor leave my Bark toſt by the angry Seas. 

nd, | . - 

5 f | 

ne. The ARGUMENT. 

OW, | | 

Ovid h:s Miſery repeats 
And the wild Manners of the Getes. 

Bread, ELEGY VI. 

. ; | 6 
Rom that wild Shore this fad Epiſtle came, 
Where Iſther loſes in the Sea its Name. 

dare, you enjoy your Life, and balm y Health, 


: (hall be fortunate in that myſelf, 
thoſe Woubtleſs, my Friend, you enquire to know my 
ide f (State 
"loath Pt Life, tis ſtill this mournful Exile's Fate, 
ie, 0 be moſt wretched who our Prince offends, 
y be. I ſuch the Gods no better Fortune fend. 
2ins, {you're inc uiſitlve to have me tell, 
nplaing hat ſort of People here in Tomos dwell ; 
Fecians and Getes Inhabit this wild Shore, 
ne Greeks are numerous, but the Getes are more. 


Getes 
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Getes and Sarmatians here in Squadrons ride, 
And in their Horſes take a Barbarous Pride. 
Each Horſeman bears a Quiver, and a Bow, 
And venom'd Shafts, which Purple Death beftow 
Fierce is their Voice, Cancel as Death their Loo 
No ſquall'd Hair is from their Viſage took. 
Promp'd to ſhed Blood, and ready ſtill to woun( 
With pointed Knives, which to their 11 5 an 

Junc 

With theſe he lives who's mindful ſtill of you, 
Theſe Savages I hourly hear and view. 
May I live here, nor in theſe Regions die, : 
May for my Ghoſt from theſe {3d Climate fly. | 
You write my Verſe in Theaters is ſung, a 
And that the Benches with Applauſes rung. 
Verſe for the Stage you know I never writ, 
Nor do I prize Applauſes of the Pit. 
But yet I'm pleas d, and proud to a Degree, 
That Rome in Baniſhment remembers me. 
But when I think upon the cruel Pain 
Caus'd by my Verſe, Thalia I diſdain. ; 
I curſe my Muſe, yet from her Charms not freed 
Bleeding I hug the Dart that makes me bleed. 
My Ship ne'er in the Eubæan Currents loſt, 
Ventures to Sail on the Capharean Coaſt. | 
Thought leſs of Praiſe, and unconcern'd for Fame 
I flight which I could wiſh, unknown my Nam 
With ſtudying I amuſe or pleaſe my Mind., 
And hope from thence Eaſe of my Pains to nnd. 
What ſhould I do on this deſerted Shore? 
What other Aid can this lofi Wretch implore 2 | 
The Place is diſmal, ſuch neglected Plains, | 
And barren Wilds this World alone contains. 
The M-n unworthy of their Sacred Forms, 
As Wolves are cruel, or as Winter Storms. 
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Cautious of Gold the Skins of Beaſts they wear, 


ains. 
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They fear no Laws, but on their Power depend, 
Juſtice and Right to force ſuperior bend. 


And their grim Viſages ate hid with Hair. ö 
In ſome of them a little Greek is found, } 
Made harſh and barbarous by the Gettick Sound, | 
Skilful in Latin ſcarce theſe Regions can 
Produce the Inflance of a ſingle Man. ö 
Even I, a Roman Bard, great God of Day, k 
Forgive the Crime, ſpeak the Sarmatick Way. | 
Aſham'd I own that thro' Diſuſc I find, 1 
The Latin Tongue I ſcarce can call to Mind. 0 
A Thouſand Barbarous Words this Book deface, 
Not by my Fault occaſion'd, but the Place. 
But leit my Native Language I ſhould loſe, 
The Phraſe forgetting by too long diſuſe, 
Oft to my Study I alone retreat, i 
And to myſelf unuſual Words repeat. | 
Tis thus I ſpend my Time, and firive to go, { 
Far from the Contemplation of my Woe. 

By Verſe I ſtudy to forget my Pain, 

It 1 get this tis all J would obtain. 


t 


1. 
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But 


But 
Kn 
| . 0 My 
The ARGUMENT. | * 
| r 
The Poet breathes his juſt Complaint og 
as ur 4 Wreich had done him Wrong, Ye 
And ſays that Cæſar bis Reſtraint | ; _— 
Will eafier make e er it be long. ; At], 
5 J Obſ{ 
E LEG-Y VOL Tou 
2 ; N I Thi: 
£ : „ ha 
TIS true, l'm fallen, my blooming Hopes decline, JThit 
| But yet my State is not ſo low as thine. IThai 
What is the Cauſe you're fo injurious grown? YJaAnd 
Why Smile you at that Fate may be your own 2 I whi 
Cannot my Sorrows make you ſoft and mild 2 
Even Beaſis might Pity me, tho? herce and wild. 
Fear you not Fortune, which unſteady ſtands, 4 
Nor yet that Hated Goddeſſes Commands. 
On you Rhamnu ſia her Revenge will take, 
Becauſe my Grief you your Diverſion make. 
Pve ſeen a Ship in ſhatter'd pieces burſt, ; 
Yet never thence inferr'd the Waves were juſt, | c 
Who once refus'd to give a Begger Meat, b F 
Amongſt the Beggars has been torc'd to eat. 
Fortune fill ranges with uneaven Pace, 
And ne'er is fix d in any certain Place. 
Sometimes ſhe's fond, ſometimes the Jilt does 
| N : ; - (hate, [F Vi 
And*'s only conſtant in a changing State. I* Th 
{ flouriſh'd once, but ſoon that Flow r did fade, Pris y 
Alas, too ſoon my ſudden Glaze decay c. 


* 
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But leaſt you ſhould at this a Pleaſure find, 


Know that the Gods Perchance may be more kind. 


My Fault's not Wicked, tho it Merit Blame, 
And Envy's wanting to encreaſe my Shame. 

A milder Man ne'er does the riſing Sun 

Than Ceſar (ce, tho round the World it run. 

And tho' his Force here quits the duſty Field, 

Yet ſoft Entreaties always make him yield, 


And, like the Gods, to whom (tho' late ) he'll go 


At length he Pardons, and does Gifts beſtow. 
1 Obſerve the Days that circle ina. Year, 
I You'll find one Morning often dark and clear. 
I Think upon this, and then rejoice no more, 
; That Ceſar will my ruin'd State reltore. 
line, Think that my Prince appeaſe the Gods, may doom 
That I ſhall fee you in Imperial Rowe; + 
And (ee you baniſh'd from the Roman Race, 
n? JWhich With I next unto my former Place. 


* 


lf, | The Poet ſays for fear of Blame, 
His conſtant. Friend he dares not Name. 


| ELEGY IX. 
does 
hate, [F you your Name would ſuffer in my Verſe, 
J. The pleating Sound how oft ſhould I rehearſe. 
de, F'Tis you-the Subject of my Song ſhould be, 
And every tuneful Page ſhould mention thee. 


But L 2 My: 


* 
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My Love for you ſhould through proud Rome be And 
3 (ſpread, My s 

If Baniſh'd Ovid's in the Cities read. | 
On you this Age and future Times ſhould Smile, 
In Caſe my Works ſurvive my Funeral Pile. — 
To you each Learned Reader Praiſe ſhould give, 
And your dear Name (ſhould with _ wy 

ive. 
Next to the Gods to you my Thanks Io we, 
That Cæſar does on me my Life beſtow. ; i 
He gave me Life, and you my Life maintain, 
And from his Gift almoſt divert the Pain. e 
When ſome to fee my Ruin were diſmay d, 
And others were for Company afraid. 
When ſome beheld my Shipwrack from the Land, 
And would not to my Aid extend their Hand. Cnc 
Your Kindneſs ſnatch'd me from the StygianÞ” W 

5 N | ( Shade, Put y. 
And me ſtill mindtul of your Favours made. As wt 
May Heaven and Cæſar ſtill to thee be kind, Mime 
A longer Prayer can*t more expreſs my Mind. nd t 
This in my other Books I would have brought Mothi 
To light. in Caſe you ſo had fitting thought. Nor d. 
Now tho' oblig'd ſtrictly to hold her Peace, Puite . 
My Muſe from naming you can hardly ceaſe. | 
As Couples can't contine the ſtraggling Hound, nd al 
When he the footing of a Deer has found. Jr do! 
As the Race-Steed, impatient of the Rein, HAnd o 
Is all afire to ſcoure the duſty Plain. Whilſ 
So my Thalia fetter'd and contin'd ITruly 
From naming you, is fo to do inclin'd. Fierce 
Yet leſt my Love ſhould hurt you any Way, Who 1 
Fear not, I will your ſtrict Commands obzy. Nothi 
Becauſe you think I always think on you, And N 
Which you forbid not, I am thankful too. —— l 

1 55 0 


And 
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2 be and whilſt this high preſerving Life I view, 
read, YMy Soul ſhall always ſerve and honour you. 
ile, | __ : - 
ve, | 
Poet | > | 
live, | The ARGUMENT. 
Ovid complains that he has ſpent 
+1 Three Tears in diſmal Baniſhment. 

| ELEGYT xX. 
and, 


1d, Ilnce we to Pontus came the Ther Twice 
tygian” Was froze, the drouſie Euxine Ocean Thrice. 
hade, gut yet to me as long the Time does ſeem, 

Jas when the Greeks fought near Seamander's Stream. 
_ Time ſeems to ſtand, its Motions are ſo flow, 
J. fand the dull Hours a lazy Journey go. 
ht Nothing the Solftice from Night takes away, 


t. Nor does the Winter ſhorter make the Day. 
Puite chang'd, the Courſe of Nature backwards 
K | ( goes, 


ad, find all Things here are lengthen'd with my Woes. 
Ir does ſwift Time his uſual Courſe run on, 

And only ſeem to me an Exile long ? 

Whilſt I complain upon the Euxine Shore, 
ITruly called Scythia, and my Fate deplore, 

Fierce Wars the Nations round about me threat, 
Who their Subſiſtence ſtill by Plunder get, 
Nothing is ſafe without they Intrench the Hill, 
And Nature makes the Acceſſes harder ſtill. 

Like Flocks of Birds the Foes come flying tn, 
Who ſnatch their Booty e er they well are ſeen. 


And 


Into 


r 
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Into the Streets ſometimes their Javelins fall, 
And Clouds of Arrows ſhade the Frontier Wall. 
If any here to Plough the Earth are bold, | 
Their Arms and Plough at the ſame Time they 


a 
Ea 
24 

25 


= (hold. 
The Shepherd here is not from Armour freed, 7 c 
The ſame Hands tight that ſtop his ſoundingReed, 418 
And not by Wolves, but Wars, fat Weathers bleed. 5 N 
The Caſtle ſcarce defends us where we fear, b 2 


Becauſe the Barbarous mongſt the Greeks appear. 

With us the Savages in Numbers dwell, : 
And Houſes more than we in their Poſſeſſion tell. 

Whom tho? ſome m not yet they dreadful are, 


Cover d with Skins of Beaſts, and Shaggy Hair. 
Thoſe who from Greece their Origine profeſs, O 
Their Bodies in the Perſian Manner Dreſs. Ss B 
They uſe the Language of a Neighbouring Land, hat I 
By Signs all this they let me underſtand. y Tir 
By them the Latin not at all is known, ut 17 
All Tongues the Getes deſpiſe, except their own y Fa 
When I am preſent they on me refiect, pat 
And as a Crime my Baniſhment object. hen 
When they expreſs Reſentment in their Face, ut he 
By Signs I make their Paſſion ſoon give Place. pon: 
Injuſtice is much ſharper than the Sword, My St 
Some in the Court with Wounds are often goar d- 
Hard Lacheſis you gave too long a Thread ſtill 
Of Life to me under ill Planets bred. Jeſar « 
Tis very hard to want my Countries Sight, Then 
And thoſe few Friends in which I cook Delight, Put to 
Thus into Seythia tis a Grief to come, d rat! 
But tis a greater to abandon Rowe, Þ:cauſc 
What makes me rave thus, I Deſery'd to die, Paly te 
When I offended Cæſar's Majeſty. | __ 


The 


41 


| 
Vall. 


the The ARGUMENT. 
hold. EE | 
ed, 7 , : ; 

i C4 Ovid perſuades his Mourning Wi 
wm Not * a wretched Life 4 1 
VWoyr think Diſgrace to her is meant, 
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ws 5 Cauſe ſome object he it io Exile ſent, 
| are, hy 
alr. 


s, Ou Letter tells me your uneafie Life, 
Becauſe you're call'd a ruin'd Exile's Wife. 
and, Fhat I am ill us'd, not any Grief I know, 
y Time accuſtom d to experienc'd Woe, 
ut Pam concern'd where only Fm to blame, 


own My Fault ſhould turn to your approbrious Shame. 


patient more, you ſuffer'd for my Sake, 
When Ceſar firſt on me did Vengeance take. 
ut he's deceivid who me an Exile calls, 
eo pon my Fault a Pain much eaſier falls. 
y Ship, tho bulg'd, is not o'erwhelm*d or 


t ſtill bears up, tho' it no Port hath found. 
Jeſar does both my Life and Fortune give, 
Then I in Juſtice not deſerv'd to live. 

ht. Put to offend him is my greateſt Pain, 

d rather much low in the Earth have lain; 
ecauſe from Error came my Venial Fault, 

e, Daly to baniſh me he proper thought. 

Therefore my Verſes as in Juſtice bound, 

1 e/ar's the Sacred Name ſhall ever found, 


(drown'd, 
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I pray the Gods to cloſe Heaven's Silver Gate, | 
And take you from your Eærthly Empire late. 
But you who thus contend to cauſe my Shame. 
Swell not my Sorrows by a fictious Name. 


The ARGUMENT. {Ro 


The Poet to his Friend does write, : Shc 
I ho in the Muſes bid him take Delight. My 
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1 Ou write that I ſhould paſs my Hours a 8 11 
In Study, leſt my Mind with Ruſt decay. 


'Tis hard, my Friend, to write, oppreſt with WI C 
In happy Hours ſmooth Numbers only flow. W 
My Fortune's driven by an adverſe Wind, Bu 


And Chance can be to no one more unkind. * Ar 
At Hecfor's Death you would have Priam Jeſt, | 
And Niobe Dance at a Jovial Feaſt. Nl 


Is he oblig'd to Study or Lament, : = 
Who to the fartheſt Getes an Exiles ſent? * 
Had I a Breatt ſuch as Auguſtus had, 1 w 
So many Sufterings would make me mad; 0 
So many Cares would blunt his Wit at length, As 
ove's Anger is above all Humane Strength. > 
im who rever'd Apollo, wile did call, . 
In ſuch a Caſe would have no Senſe at all. A 
Tho' I forget my Country, and myſelf, JI 


And have no Thought of my abandon d Wealt 


vet Senſe of Fear alone reſtralns my Pen, 
Encompaſt round by the moſt Savage Men. 
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Beſides, my Fancy by a long Diſuſe 
Flags, and does half its former Vigour loſe. 


7 Neglected Fields, void of the Tiller's Care, 
1 Wilkonly Thorns and Prickly Thiſtles bear. 


By long Diſuſe the Courſer's Vigour's loſt, 


Inglorious late, he kicks the Meaſur'd Poſt. 
The Bark which not of late the Ocean bore, 


] Rots and decays upon the Oazie Shore, 


Then hope not I, who had no Mighty Vein, 
Should my firſt Heat, and former Fire retain. 
My Genius by long Suff ring is decay'd, 


Ny Parts grow dull, and all my Fancies fade. 


Sometimes, tis true, I ſet myſelf to write, 


And feign I would Sonorous Verſe endite. 
None can I wiite but what theſe Tables bear, 


1 Worthy the Place, and the ſad Author's Care. 


The Senſe of Fame does mighty Thoughts inſpire, 

And Love of Praiſe fans the Poetick Fire. 

I was allur'd by fancied Fame before, 

Whilſt proſperous Winds my lucky Veſſel bore. 

But now I ſlight that airy Bubble Fame, 

And wiſh'd conceal'd my Perſon and my Name. 

Becauſe ſome few did in my Verte delight, 

Muſt I perſiſt in Numbers ſtill to write ? 

Forgive what J athrm, you Sacred Nine, 

Twas you that caus'd this Baniſhment of mine, 

Who made the Brazen Bull firſt felt the Smart 

Of that Machine, I periſh by my Arc. 

And now with Verſe I've Reaſon to nave done, 

And Shipwreck'd with juſt Cauſe, the Ocean 
| 7 | ſhun, 

Allow I ſhould my former Task repeat, 

This Place unfit is for the Muſes Seat. 
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No Books not Audience on this deſart Coaſt 

Are ſeen; but if F read, my Labour's'loſt. 

All Things are here both wild and og 
| , | oun 

Eccho alone repeats the Geitick Sound. ; 
Amongſt the Barbarous Getes I've liv'd ſo long, 
Pve quite forgot my Native Latin Tongue. 
But yet the Truth ſincerely to confeſs, 
Still to the Muſes 1 myfelf Addreſs, 
I writ, and firaight my labour'd Verſes burn, 
The Flames my Works ſoon into Aſhes turn, 
I would not yet, I am compell'd to write, 
This makes me burn my Verſes out of Spight ; 
None of my Works but what the Fire eſcape, 
As far as Rome their tedious Journey make. 
I wiſh my Books, th Occaſion of my ſmart, + 
Had perith'd with their wretched Maſter's Art. 


y 0 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Here Ovid chides his faithful Friend, 
I ho feldom Letters did to Tomos ſend, 


ELEGY XIII. 


ÞRom wild Sarmatia Ovid ſends you Health, 
If can ſend you what I want myſelf ; 

My Boay?*- weak. its Vigour is declin'd, 
Drawing Contagion from my fickly Mind. 

My wounded Sides in deadly Torments burn, 
Hurt with the Icy Winter's cold return. 
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I add no more, leaſt you ſay I diſtruſt 
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But if you're weil, your Friend is partly ſo, 
You propt my Fortune, when o'ercafſt with Woe. 
You who have ſhew'd yourſelf the deareſt Friend, 
And did to all Extreams my Cauſe defend. 
That you fo rarely write ſeems much amiſs, 
Youz.e kind and good, but bo you err in this. 
Correct this Fault, which if you do alone, 
No Error in your Conduct will be known. 
More I could ſay, yet Letters you might ſend, 
Perchance might ne'er reach your expecting Friend. 
Grant, equa! Gods, that falſly I accuſe, 
One whom I ſhould with much more Juſtice uſe. 
It may be ſo, for well I know your Mind 
St-ady and Firm ie, not to Change inclin'd. 
The Ocean's Verge Green Vaze ſhall firſi forſake, 
And Bees no more near Hybla Honey make. 
Eer I'll believe my Friend is unſincere, 
Pm wretched, yet my Fate's not ſo ſevere, 
You on your Part this Jealouſie remove, 
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And give this Inftance of your ſteady Love. 


And as we dwelt upon each other's Tongue, | 
And never thought the Circling Hours long. | 
So let us now our mutual Thoughts diſcloſe, 
Whilſt each the other's Mind by Letter knows. 


Too much, and to your Friendſhip am unjuſt. 
Take my Farewell, which does each Letter end, 
And may a happier Fate your Life attend. 
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The ARGUMENT. Bk 
| | nm | Wh 
| Ovid affirms the Muſe can give, But 
' : The Heroine a Deathleſt Name. | The 
| And that his Wife ſhall ever Live; Rar. 
Ti Inſerted in bis WV erſe, ſecure of Fame. — - if — 
| ut 

E L EGT XIV. 1 wo 

And 

You 


Y OU ſee what ſtately Tombs (my deareſt Life) I Still 
The Mule prepares for my obliging Wife... 


Altho' ill Fortune does my Life invade, I The 
Yet you are Famous by my Numbers made. In! 
Whilſt I am read, you too ſhall ſhare my Fame; I Fair 
And all your better Part eſcape the Flame. 1 wh 


Whilſt you ſeem wretched, ſome would undergoe, I Die 
Ey Choice your Fate, proud of ſo Fam'd a Woe. | My 
And ſome, perchance, when you divide my Care, Say 
Envy your Fate, and would like Sorrows bear. I bu 


Giving you Wealth, my preſent had been leſs, 1wh 
The Dead no Riches in the Grave poſſeſs. I Cor 
By me your Fame Eternity will know, 1 
The greateſt Gift a Mortal can beſtow. — 


Beſides, your Piety s the only Guard ; 
Of my Affairs, at once your Labour and Reward. * 
That charming Voice on my Account's ne er mute, 
But you with Praiſe perſiſt to urge my Sulr. | 
Retain your Faith, nor from your Duty ſwerve, 
But both your Honour and your Spouſe preſerve. 
W Preſerve that Honour which in happier Days, 
unblameable deſerv'd the nobleſt Praiſe, 


The 


Say not I think ycu in Your Duty fail, 
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The ſame's your Virtue, now my Fate's forlorn, 


'Tis eaſie to be good when Fortune ſmiles, 
When no ill Chance th' uncertain Faith beguiles. 
But when our whiter Hours the Gods remove, 
Thenno be kind is truly Nuptial Love. 

Rare is the Faith which adverſe Fortune's Crime 


Th' illuſtrious Work your latter Actions Crown, 1 


Debauches not, that dares the Teſt of Time; 


But yet when preſt with Woes we often gain, 

A Character we ne' er ſhould elſe obtain. 

Worth, when in Woe, all Men of Senſe approve, 

And After-ages will ſuch Honour Love, 

Your ſenſible Penelope s chaſt Name 

Still blooms, and ſwells the applauding 9 of 
| Fame. 

The Wives of Hector and Admetus dead, 

In Fame's Eternal Legend ſhall be read ; 

Fair Laudamia's Praiſe each Age ſhall ſound, 

Whoſe Lord firſt leap'd upon the Trojan Ground; 

Die not for me, but faithful be. and kind, | 

My Dear may Praiſe by eaſie Methods find; 


I but add Oars to a Ship under Sail; 

Who bids you do ſuch Acts as you have done, 
Confirms the Fame you have already won : 
And Hippias, who to get a virtuous Name, 
Durſt'plunge herſelf into her Funeral Fame. 
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BOOKS lately Printed for A. Betteſ- 
worth, at the Red-Lion on London- 
Bridge, viz. 5 

Is . P2 1Y bg 1 
Voyage to the South-Sea, and round the 
World, perform'd in the Years 1708, 1700, | 

1710, and 1711. by the Ships Duke and Dutcheſs | 

of Briſto!; containing a Journal of all Memorable | 

Tranſactions during the ſaid Voyage; the Winds, | 

Currents, and Variation of the Compaſs, the ta- 

king of the Towns of Puna and Guayaquil, and 

ſeveral Prizes, one of which a rich Acapulco Ship, | 

a Deſcription of the Ame rican Coaſt, from Tierra 

del fuego, in the South, to Calefornia in the North, 

(from the Coaſting- Pilot, a Spaniſh Manuſcript) 

wherein an Account is given of Mr. Alexander 

Selkirk, his Manner of Living, and Taming ſome 

wild Beaſts, during the Four Years and Four i 

Months he liv'd upon the uninhabited Hland of 


in Two Vol. Second Edition. Price 119. 

The Life and Notable Adventures of that Re- 
nowned Knizht, Don Quixotte de Ia Mancha, mer- 
rily Tranſlated into Hudibraſtick Verſe, by Tdward 
Ward, in 2 Vol. Evo, Price 105. 

Nuptial Dialogues and Dabates, or an uſeful 
Proſpe& of the Felicities and Diſcomforts of 3a 
Marry'd-Life, incident to all Degrees, from the 
Throne to the Cottage. Containing many great 
Examples of Love, Viety, Prudence, Juſtice, and 

all the excellent Virtues that largely contribute to 
the tru: Happincſs of Wedlock, drawn from the 
Lives of our own Princes, Nobility, and other 
Quality, 


Juan Fernandes; Illuſtrated with Cuts and Maps, r P 
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The Countrey Gaugers Vade Mecum, contain- 
Ing Decimal Tables, for the ſpecdy Gauging of 
mall Brewing Veſſels, either of a Circular, Ellip- 
ical, or Rectilineal Baſe; and alſo for the Gaug- 
ng of Cask in Ale or Wine Meaſure, either full, 
r Part empty; by Richard Collins, Superviſor of 
he Duty of Exciſe: With an Appendix, contain- 
g ſeveral uſeful Propoſitions, perform'd Arith- 
etically, and Inſtrumentally, with new Tables 
4 f Exciſe, the Method of Gauging of Worts in 
mall Veſſels, finding the Ullages of Casks, both 
ying and Standing; Rules for Gauging of Malt, 
lo how to keep a Stock-Book. To which is 
dded ſeveral new Propoſitions, perform'd by the 
diding Rule; the7th Edition, with many Additi- 
ions; by Heber Lands, Mathematician. Price 

Bound 15. 5 3 
The. Life of Mr. Thomas Betterton, the late Emi- 
zent Tragedian + wherein the Action and Utte- 
uf | rance 
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Books Printed for A. Betteſworth. 
rance of the Stage, Bar and Pulpit, are diſtinctly 
conſider d; with the Judgment of the late inge- 
nious Monſieur de St, Evremond, upon the 1talian 
and French Muſick and Opera's ; in a Letter to 
the Duke of Buckingham. To which is added, 
the Amorous Widow, or the Wanton Wife; a 
Comedy. Written by Mr. Betterton, Now tirl 
Printed from the Original Copy. Price 3 s. 6d. 

Colloquia Chirurgica ; or, the whole Art of Sur- 
- gery Epitomiz'd, and made eaſie, according to 
the Modern Practice. By Way of a Dialogue, 
To which is added, a Compendium of Anatomy. 
The Second Edition Revisd and Corrected 
with Additions. By one of Her Majeliy's Surge. 
ons, for many Years employ'd in Her Royal Navy, 
Price 25. | | 5 

Memoirs relating to the Impeachment of Th», 
mas, Earl of Danby, ( now Duke of Leeds) in th 
Year 1678, wherein ſome Affairs of thoſ 
Times are repreſented in a juſter Light than hi 
hitherto appeared. With an Appendix, contain 
ing the Proceedings in Parliament, Original Pa: 
pers, Speeches, ©c, The Second Edition 
Price 45. 5 

Navigation Compleated: Being a New Me 
thod, never before attain'd to by any; whereb 
the true Longitude of any Place in the World ma 
be found, whether differing in Longitude only, 0 
both in Longitude and Latitude, from any Plac 
in the habitable World. By Francis Cawood. Pr. 2 

A Cap of Grey Hairs fur a Green Head: Or, ti 
Father's Couuſel to his Son, an Apprentice |! 
London: Containing wholetome Inſtructions for 
Man's whole Life. The 5th Edition, with Add 
tions of Precepts, adapted to each Chapter. E 
Caleb Trenchfield, Gent, Price 1 f. 6 d. 
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